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To  the  Right  Honourable 

CHARLES, 

Earl  of  DO'RSET  and  MIDDLESEX ", 

One  of  the  Gentlemen  of  His 

MA  JES 

BED-CHAMBER,  &c. 

My  Lord, 

Itb  an  Afj  urance  I  hope  becoming  the  justice  of 
my  Cauj'e  1  lay  this  Tragedy  at  your  Lordfhips 
Feet,  not  as  a  common  perfecution  but  as  an 
Offering  fuitable  to  your  Virtue ,  and  Worthy  of  the  Greatnefs  of 
your  Name.  There  are  fome  Subjects  that  require  but  half 
the  Strength  of  a  great  Toct ,  but  when  Greece  or  old  Rome 
come  in  play,  the  Nature  Wit  rtnd  Vigour  of  foremofi  Shake- 
ipeav,  the  Judgment  and  Force  of  John  fon,  with  all  his  bor » 
rowed  Mattery  from  the  Ancients ,  will  fcarce  fuffice  for  fo  ter<= 
rible  a  Grapple.  The  Toet  tnujl  el  equate  his  Fancy  s»ith  the 
mightiefi  Imagination ,  he  must  run  back  fo  many  hundred  Years , 
take  a  juH  TrofpeEl  of  the  Spirit  of  thofe  Times  without  the 
■leaf}  thought  of  ours ;  for  if  his  Eye  jhould  fwerVe  fo  low,  his 
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Mufe  trill  grow  giddy  with  the  Valine fs  of  the  Biftance,  fall  at 
once ,  and  for  ever  lofe  the  Majefty  of  the  firfl  Bejign.  He 
that  will  pretend  to  be  a  Q'itick  of  fuel?  a  Work  muft  not  have 
a  Grain  of  Cecilius,  he  muft  be  Longin  throughout  or  nothing , 
where  eaten  the  nicefl  befl  Remarks  muft  pafs  but  for  Allay  to 
the  Imperial  Fury  of  this  old  Bgnian  Gold.  There  muft  be  no 
Brofs  through  the  whole  Mafs,  the  Furnace  muft  be  jujfly  heat¬ 
ed ,  and  the  'Bullion  ftattip’d  with  an  unerring  hand.  In  fuel?  a 
Writing  there  mufl  be  Greatnefs  of  Thought  Witlwut  Bombajl , 
(Rjmotenefs  without  Monftroufnefs,  Virtue  arm’d  with  Seven¬ 
ty,  not  in  Iron  Bodies,  Solid  Wit  without  modern  Affiliation  , 
Smoothnefs  irithout  Gloft,  Speaking  out  without  cracking  the 
Voice  or  framing  the  Lungs.  In  floor  t  my  Lord  he  that  will 
write  as  he  ought  on  fo  Noble  an  Occafion  muft  Write  like  you. 
But  I  fear  there  are  few  that  know  how  to  Coppy  after  fo  great 
an  Original  as  your  Lordfhip,  becaufe  there  is  fcarce  one  genius 
Extant  of  your  own  Sige,  that  can  follow  you  paffibus  .xquis, 
that  has  the  Felicity  and  Via  ft  cry  of  the  old  Boots,  or  can  half 
match  the  thoughtfulnefs  of  your  Soul.  How  far  fhort  I  am 
call  of fuel?  inimitable  Excellence,  I  muft  with  fame  my  Lord 
confefs  I  am  but  too  too  fenjible.  Nature  ’tis  believed  (if  I  am 
not  flattered  and  do  not  flatter  my  felf)  has  not  been  niggardly 
to  me  in  the  Bortion  of  a  Genius,  tho  I  harve  been  fo  far  from 
improving  it,  that  1  am  half  aft  raid  IhaVe  loft  of  the  Brinci - 
pie.  It  behoves  me  then  for  the  future  to  look  about  me  to  fee 
whether  I  am  a  Lagg  in  the  face,  to  look  up  to  your  Lordjhip 
and  flrain  upon  the  track  of fofair  a  Glory.  I  muft  acknowledge 
however  1  have  behav’d  my /elf  in  drawing,  nothing  ever  pre- 
fented  it  felf  to  my  Fancy  with  that  folid  pleafure  as  Brutus  did. 
m  facrtficing  his  Sons.  Before  I  read  Macliivel'r  Notes  upon 
the  place ,  I  concluded  it  thegreatefl  Action  that  was  ever  feen 
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throughout  all  Ages  on  thegreatejl  Oceafim.  For  my  own  En¬ 
deavour ,  1  thought  I  never  painted  any  Man  fo  to  the  Life  before 

Vis  Zw  Tarquinios  reges  dnimamq-,  fuperbam 

Ultoris  Druti,  fafce/que  Videre  receptos  ? 

Infelix  uctunque  ferent  eafaSla  Minorcs  ! 

No  doubt  that  divine  Foet  imagined  it  might  be  too  great  for 
any  Feople  but  his  own,  perhaps  I  have  found  it  fo,  but  John- 
fons  Catiline  met  no  better  fate  as  his  Motto  from  Horace 
tells  us. 

- - His  non  plebecula  gaudet  See. 

Nay  Shakefpear’s  Brutus  with  much  adoe  beat  himfelf  into 
the  heads  of  a  blockifh  Age ,  fo  knotty  were  the  Oaks  he  had  to 
deal  with.  For  my  o'tVn  Opinion ,  in  fpite  of  all  the  Objlacles  my 
Mode  fly  could  raife ,  I  could  not  help  infer  ting  aVaunt  in  the 
Title  page,  Coeloque ,  See. 

And  having  gain'd  the  Lift  that  he  defign’d, 

Bold  as  the  Billows  driving  with  the  Wind, 

He  loos’d  the  Mufe  that  wing’d  his  free-born  Mind. 

On  this  1  arm’d  and  refolv’d  not  to  be  ftirr’d  with  the  little 
Exceptions  of  a  Jparkifh  Generation ,  that  haVe  an  Antipathy  to 
Thought ,  But  alas  how  frail  are  our  befl  refolves  in  our  own 
Concerns.  I fhow’d  no  paffion  outward ,  but  whether  through  an 
Over ^Conceit  of  the  Work,  or  becaufe  perhaps  there  was  indeed 
fome  Merit ,  the  Fire  burnt  inward,  and  I 'Was  troubled  for  my 
dumb  Flay, like  a  Father  for  his  deadChild.’Tis  enough  that  IhaVe 
eas’d  my  heart  by  this  Dedication  to  your  LordJJnp.  I  comfort 
my  /elf  too  whatever  our  partial  Youth  alledge,  youp  Lordfhip 

will l 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 

will  find  fomething  in  in  worth  your  ObferVation  ;  which  with 
my  future  Diligence ,  ^efolution  to  Study ,  Devotion  to  Vertue , 
and  your  Lordjhips  Service ,  may  render  me  not  altogether  un* 
worthy  the  T rote  Elion  of  your  Lordjhip. 


My  Lord, 

Tour  Lordjhips  mofl  humble • 

and  devoted  Servant 

NAT.  LEE. 


Prologue 


»  lint: 


* 


Prologue  to  Brutus,  written  by  Mr. 

LOng  has  the  tribe  of  Poets  on  the  Stage 
Groan’d  under  perfccuting  Criticks  rage, 

But  with  the  found  of  railing  and  of  rime. 

Like  Bees  united  by  the  tinkling  Chime, 

The  little  Hinging  InfeCts  fwarm  the  more 
And  buz  is  greater  than  it  was  before. 

But  oh!  you  leading  Voters  of  the  Pit, 

That  ihfeCt  others  with  your  too  much  Wit, 

That  well  affected  Members  do  feduce, 

And  with  your  malice  poyfon  half  the  houfe, 

Know  your  ill  manag’d  Arbitrary  fway. 

Shall  be  no  more  indur’d  but  ends  this  day. 

R  tilers  of  abler  conduit  w'e  will  choofe. 

And  more  indulgent  to  a  trembling  Mufe ; 

Women  for  ends  of  Government  more  fit, 

Women  fhall  rule  the  Boxes  and  the  Pit, 

Give  Laws  to  love  and  influence  to  Wit, 

Find  me  one  man  of  fence  in  all  your  roll. 

Whom  fome  one  Woman  has  not  made  a  fool. 

Even  bufinefs  that  intollerable  load 
Under  which  man  does  groan  and  yet  is  proud, 

Much  better  they  can  manage  wou’d  they  pleale, 

’Tis  not  their  want  of  Wit,  but  love  ofEafe. 

For,  fpite  of  Art,  more  Wit  in  them  appears 
Tho  we  boafl  ours,  and  they  diflemble  theirs: 

Witt  once  was  ours,  and  (hot  up  for  a  while 
Set  (hallow  in  a  hot,  and  barren  Soyle; 

But  when  tranfplanted  to  a  richer  Ground 
Has  in  their  Eden  its  perfection  found. 

And  ’tis  but  Juft  they  Ihou’d  our  Wit  invade, 

Whilft  we  fet  up  their  painting  patching  trade ; 

As  for  our  Courage,  to  our  lhame  ’tis  known, . 

As  they  can  raife  it,  they  can  pull  it  down. 

At  their  own  Weapons  they  our  Bullies  awe, 

Faith  let  them  make  an  Antifalick  Law 
Prefcribe  to  all  mankind,  as  well  asplayes, 

And  w'ear  the  breeches,  as  they  wear  the  Bayess 
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LUCIUS  JUNIUS 

BRUTUS; 

FATHER  of  his  COUNTRY. 


ACT  I.  SCE.  I. 


Titus.  Teramiwta. 


Teramtntcii  why  this  face  of  tears  ? 

Since  firft  I  faw  thee,  till  this  happy  day, 

Thus  haft  thou  paft  thy  melancholly  hours, 
Ev’n  in  the  Court  retir’d  ;  ftretch’d  on  a  bed 
In  fome  dark  room,  with  all  the  Cortins  drawn: 
Or  in  fome  Garden  o’re  a  Flowry  bank 
Melting  thy  forrows  in  the  murmuring  Stream  ; 

Or  in  fome  pathlefs  Wildcrnefs  a  mufing, 

Plucking  the  mofly  bark  of  fome  old  Tree, 

Or  poring,  like  a  Sybil ,  on  the  Leaves  : 

What,  now  the  Prieft  lhould  joyn  us !  O,  the  Gods  1 
What  can  you  proffer  me  in  vaft  exchange 
For  this  enfuing  night  ?  Not  all  the  days 
Of  Crowning  Kings,  of  Conquering  Generals, 

Not  all  the  expedation  of  hereafter, 
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Lucius  Junius  Brutus  ; 

With  what  bright  Fame  can  give  in  th’other  World 
Should  purchafe  thee  this  night  one  minute  from  ins. 

Ter.  O,  Titus!  if  fince  fir  It  1  law  the  light. 

Since  I  began  to  think  on  my  misfortunes, 

And  take  a  profpedb  of  my  certain  woes. 

If  my  fad  Soul  has  entertain’d  a  hope 
Of  pieafure  here,  or  harbor’d  any  joy. 

But  what  the  prefence  of  my  Titus  gave  me  j 
Add,  add,  you  cruel  Gods,  to  what  I  bear, 

And  break  my  heart  before  him. 

tit.  Break  firft  th’eternal  Chain ;  for  when  thou’rt  gone 
The  World  to  me  is  Chaos.  Yes*,  Teraminta , 

So  clofe  the  everlafting  Sifters  wove  us, 

When  e’re  we  part, the  Strings  of  both  mud  crack  : 

Once  more  I  do  intreat  thee  give  the  Grave 
Thyfadnefs;  letmeprefstheein  my  arms, 

My  fairefi  Bride,  my  only  lightnefs  here. 

Tune  of  my  heart,  and  Charmer  of  my  eyes ; 

Nay,  thou  llialt  learn  the  extafie  from  me. 

I’ll  make  thee  fmile  with  my  extravagant  pa/lion , 

Drive  thy  pale  fears  away ;  and  e’re  the  morn 
I  fwear,0  Teraminta,  O  my  Love, 

Cold  as  thou  art,  I’ll  warm  thee  into  blufhes. 

Ter.  O,  Titus  !  may  I,  Ought  I  to  believe  you  ? 

Remember,  Sir,  I  am  the  blood  of  Tiirquin ; 

The  bafeft  too. 

Tit .  Thou  art  the  blood  of  Heav’n, 

The  kindeft:  influence  of  the  teeming  Stars ; 

No  feed  of  Tar  quin  ;  no,  ’tis  forg’d  t’abufe  thee  j 
A  God  thy  Father  was,  a  Goddefs  was  his  Wife; 

The  Wood-Nymphs  found  thee  on  a  bed  of  Roles, 

Lapt  in  the  fweets  and  beauties  of  the  Spring , 

Diana  fofter'd  thee  with  Ne<5tar  dews,  ’ 

Thus  tender,  blooming,  chalt,  fhe  gave  thee  me 
To  build  a  Temple  facred  to  her  Name; 

Which  I  will  do,  and  wed  thee  there  again. 

Ter.  Swc-ar  then,  my  Titus,  fwear  you’l  ne  re  upbraid  me3 
Swear  that  your  Love  lhall  lafl  like  mine  for  ever ; 

No  turn  of  State  or  Empire,  no  misfortune. 

Shall  e’re  eft  range  you  from  me  ;  Swear,  I  fay ; 

— - -  That 
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Father  of  his  Country . 

That,  if  you  Ihould  prove  falfe,  I  may  at  leaft 
Have  ibmething  Hill  to  anfwer  to  my  Fate ; 

Swear,  fwear,  my  Lord,  that  you  will  never  hate  me, 

But  to  your  death  Hill  cheriih  in  your  bofom 
The  poor,  the  fond,  the  wretched  Teraminta. 

Tit.  ’Till  death!  nay,  after  death  if  poflible. 

Diifolve  me  Hill  with  queftions  of  this  nature, 

While  I  return  my  anfwer  all  in  Oaths : 

More  than  thou  canft  demand  I  fwear  to  do. 

This  night,  this  night  lhall  tell  thee  how  1  love  thee : 

When  words  are  at  a  lofs,  and  the  mute  Soul 
Fours  out  her  felf  in  fighs  and  gafping  joys, 

Life  grafps,  the  pangs  of  blifs,  and  murmuring  pleafures. 

Thou  fhalt  confels  all  language  then  is  vile. 

And  yet  believe  me  molt  without  my  vowing. 

[Enter  Brutus  with  a  Flamen. 
But  fee,  my  Father  with  a  Flamen  here ! 

The  Court  comes  on ;  let’s  flip  the  bufie  Croud, 

And  Heal  into  the  eternal  knot  of  Love.  [Exeunt. 

Brut.  Did  Sextus,  fay’ll  thou,  ly  at  Collatia , 

At  Collatin' s  houfe  laft  night  ? 

Fla.  My  Lord,  he  did. 

Where  he,  with  CoUatine  and  many  others, 

Had  been  fome  nights  before, 

Brut.  Ha !  if  before. 

Why  did  he  come  again  ? 

Fla.  Becaufe,  as  Rumor  fpreads, 

He  fell  moll  pallionately  in  love  with  her; 

Brut.  What  then  ? 

Fla ,  Why,  is’t  not  ftrange  ? 

Brut.  Is  Ihe  not  handfom  ? 

Fla.  O,  very  handfom. 

Brut.  Then  ’tis  not  ftrange  at  all. 

What,  for  a  King’s  Son  to  love  another  man’s  Wife ! 

Why,  Sir,  I’ve  known  the  King  has  done  the  fame. 

Faith,  I  my  felf,  who  am  not  us’d  to  caper, 

Have  fometimes  had  th’unlawful  Itch  upon  me  : 

Nay,  pr’ytheePrieft,  come  thou  and  help  the  number, 

Ha !  my  old  Boy ;  the  company  is  not  fcandalous : 

Let’s  go  to  Hell  together;  confefs  the  truth. 
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DicPftthou  ncVe  fteal  from  she  Gods  an  hour,-  or  fo* 

To  mumble  a  new  Prayer-— — — 

With  a  young  fldhy  Whore  in  a  baudy  corner  ?  ha  1 

Fla.  My  Lord, your  Servant.  Is  this  the  Fool  ?  the  Madman  ? 
Let  him  be  what  he  will,  he  Ipoke  the  truth  : 

If  other  Fools  be  thus,  they’re  dangerous  fellows*  [Exit* 
Brut,  joins,  Occafionfeems  in  view  •  fomething  there  is 
In  Tar  quin's  iaft  abode  at  Collatine’s : 

Late  entertain’d,  and  early  gone  this  morning  ? 

Tne  Matron  ruffled,  wet,  and  dropping  tears, 

As  if  Ihe  had  loft  her  wealth  in  fome  black  Storm  ! 

As  in  the  Body,  on  fome  great  furprife. 

The  heart  ftill  calls  from  the  difcolour’d  face, 

From  every  para  the  life  and  fpints  down  : 

So  Liter ece  comes  to  Rome ,  and  fummons  all  her  blood. 

Liter ece\s  fair  ,*  butchaft,  asthefann’d  Snow 
Twice  bolted  o’rc  by  the  bleak  Northern  blafts : 

So  lies  this  Starry  cold  and  frozen  Beauty  ^ 

Still  wratch’d  and  guarded  by  her  waking  Virtue, 

A  pattern,  tho  I  fear  .inimitable , 

For  all  fucceeding  Wives*  O  Brutus!  Brutus! 

When  will  the  tedious  Gods  permit  thy  Soul 
To  walk  abroad  in  her  own  Majefty, 

And  throw  this  Vizor  of  thy  madnefs  from  thee  ? 

O,  what  but  infinite  Spirit,  propt  by  Fate, 

For  Empire’s  weight  to  turn  on,  could  endure 
As  thou  haft  done,  the  labours  of  an  Age, 

All  follies,  feoffs,  reproaches,  pities*  icorns. 

Indignities  almoft  to  blows  fuftain’d, 

For  twenty  preffing  years,  and  by  a  Roman  ? 

To  a<ft  deformity  in  thoufand  iliapes , 

To  pleafe  the  greater  Monfter  of  the  two, 

That  cries,  bring  forth  the  Beaft,  and  let  him  tumble: 

With  all  variety  of  Aping  madnefs, 

To  bray,  and  bear  more  than  the  Affe’s  burden  ; 

Sometimes  to  whoot  and  feream,  like  midnight  Owls, 

Then  ferew  my  Limbs  like  a  diftorted  Satyr , 

The  World’s  Grimace*  th’eternal  Laughing-ftock, 

Of  Town  and  Court,  the  Block,  the  Jeftof  Rome  i 
Yet  all  the  while  not  to  my  deareft  Friend* 
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To  my  own  Children,  nor  my  bofome  Wife, 

Difclole  the  weighty  Secret  of  my  Soul. 

Q  Rome,  O  Mother,  be  thou  th’impartial  Judge 
If  this  be  Virtue,  which  yet  wants  a  name. 

Which  never  any  Age  could  parallel, 

And  worthy  of  the  loremoft  of  thy  Sons. 

[ Enter  Horatius,  Mutius. 

Mut.  Horatius ,,  heard’ft  thou  where  Sextus  was  laft  night  ? 

For.  Yes,  at  Collatia:  ’tisthe  buz  of  Rome  ; 

’Tis  more  than  guefs’d  that  there  lias  been  foul  play, 

Elfe,  why  fliould  Lucrece  come  in  this  fad  manner 
To  old  Lucre  tins  houfe,  and  fummon  thither 
Her  Father,  Husband,  each  diftindt  Relation? 

[ Enter  Fabritius,  with  Courtiers . 

Mut.  Scatter  it  through  the  City,,  raife  the  People, 

And  find  Valerius  out :  away, Horatius.  [ Exeunt  feverally . 

Fabr.Wy thee, let’s  talk  no  more  on’t.Look, here’s  Lord  Brutus: 
Gome,  come,  we’ll  divert  our  felves ;  For ’tis  but  juft  ,  that  we 
who  fit  at  the  Helm,  fliould  now  and  then  unruftle  our  State  af¬ 
fairs  with  the  impertinence  of  a  Fool.  Pr’ythee,Br»?»r, what’s 
a  Clock  ? 

Brut.  Clot  ho,  Lachejis ,  Atfopos ;  the  Fates  are  three:  let 
them  but  ftrike,  and  I’ll  lead  you  a  Dance,  my  Matters. 

Fab.  But hark  you,  Brutus  ,  doft  thou  hear  the  news  of 
Lucrece  ? 

Brut.  Yes,  yes  ;  and  I  heard  of  the  wager  that  was  lay’da- 
mongyou,  among  you  whoring  Lords  at  the  Siege  of  Arden ; 
Ha,  Boy!  about  your  handfome  Wives: 

Fab.  Well ;  and  how,  and  how  ? 

Brut.  How  you  bounc’d  from  the  Board,  took  Horfe ,  and 
rode  like  madmen,  to  find  the  gentle  Lucrece  at  Collatia:  but 
how  found  her  ?  why,  working  with  her  Maids  at  midnight. 
Was  not  this  monftrous,  and  quite  out  of  the  fafhion  ?  Fine  Huff 
indeed,  for  a  Lady  of  Honor,  when  her  Husband  was  out  of  the 
way, to  fit  weaving,  and  pinking,  and  pricking  of  Arras  ?  Now, 
by  this  light,  my  Lord,  your  Wife  made  better  ufe  of  her  Pin> 
cufhion. 

Fab.  My  Wife,  my  Lord  ?  by  Mars ,  my  Wife ! 

Brut.  Why  fliould  fhenot,  when  all  the  Royal  Nurfes  do  the 
fame?  What?  what,  my  Lord,did  you  not  find  ’em  at  it  ?  when 
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you  came  from  Collatia  to  Rome.  Lartius ,  your  Wife;  and 
yours  Flaminius  ?  with  Tullia's  Boys,  turning  the  Criifals  up  , 
dalhingthe  Windows,  and  the  Fates  defying?  Now,  by  the 
Gods,  I  think  ’twas  Civil  in  you,  difcreetly  done ,  Sirs ,  not  to 
interrupt ’em.  But  for  your  Wife,  Fabntius,  I’ll  be  fworn  for 
her,  Ihe  would  not  keep  ’em  company. 

Pab.  No  marry  would  flie  not ;  flie  hates  Debauches :  How 
have  I  heard  her  rail  at  Terentia ,  and  tell  her  next  her  heart 
upon  the  qualms,  that  drinking  Wine  folate  and  tipling  Spirits, 
would  be  the  death  of  her  ? 

Brut.  Hark  you, Gentlemen,  if  you  would  but  be  Ccret  now, 
I  could  unfold  fuch  a  bufmefs ;  my  life  on’t,  a  very  Plot  upon  the 
Court. 


Fab.  Out  with  it ;  we  fwear  fecrefie. 

Brut.  Why  thus  then.  Tomorrow  Tullia  goes  to  the  Camp; 
and  I  being  Mailer  of  the  Houfbold,  have  command  to  fweep  the 
Court  of  all  its  Furniture,  and  fend  it  packing  to  the  Wars: 
Pandars,  Sycophants,  upftart  Rogues;  fine  Knaves  and  furly 
Rafcals;  Flatterers,  eafie,  fupple,  cringing,  paifing,  fmiling 
Villains:  all,  all  to  the  Wars. 

Fab.  By  Mars ,  I  do  not  like  this  Plot. 

Brut,  Why,  is  it  not  a  Plot  ?*a  Plot  upon  your  Selves,  your 
Perfons,  Families,  and  your  Relations  5  even  to  your  Wives  , 
Mothers, Sifters,  all  your  Kindred  :  For  Whores  too  are  included. 
Setters  too,  and  Whore-procurers;  Bag  and  Baggage;  all,  all 
to  the  Wars.  All  hence,  all  Rubbilh,  Lumber  out;  and  not  a 
Baud  be  left  behind,  to  put  you  in  hope  of  hatching  Whores 
hereafter. 

Fab.  Hark,  Lartius,  he’ll  run  from  fooling  to  diredt  mad- 
nefs,  and  beat  our  Brains  out.  The  Devil  take  the  hindmoft  : 
your  Servant,  tweet  Brutus;  noble,  honorable  Brutus, 

\_Exeunt. 


Enter  Titus. 

Tit,  ’Tis  done,  ’tis  done,  aufpicious  Heav’n  has  joyn’d  us 
And  I  this  night  fliall  hold  her  in  my  arms, 

Oh,  Sir ! 

Brut.  Oh,  Sir !  that  exclamation  was  too  high .” 

Such  Raptures  ill  become  the  troubled  times ; 

No  more  of  ’em.  And  by  the  way3  my  Titus , 

Renounce  your  Teraminta. 


Tit. 


Father  of  his  Country. 


Tit,  Ha, my  Lord! 

Brut.  How  now,  my  Boy  ? 

Tit.  Your  counfel  comes  too  late,  Sir. 

Brut.  Your  reply,  Sir, 

Comes  too  ill-manner’d,  pert  and  faucy,  Sir. 

Tit.  Sir,  I  am  marry’d. 

Brut.  What,  without  my  knowledge? 

Tit.  My  Lord, I  ask  your  pardon ;  but  that  Hymen 
Brut.  Thou  ly’ft  :  that  honorable  God  would  fcorn  it. 
Somebaudy  Flamen  IhutHed  you  together;. 

Bnapus  lock’d  you,  while  the  Bachanals 
Sung  your  detefted  Epthalatnium. 

Which  of  thy  blood  were  the  curs’d  Witnefles? 

Who  would  be  there  at  fuch  polluted  Rites 
But  Goats ,  Baboons,  fome  chatt’ring  old  Silenus ; 

Or  Satyrs,  grinning  at  your  flimy  joys  ? 

Tit.  Oh,  all  the  Gods!  my  Lord,  your  Son  is  marry’d; 
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To  Tar  quin's 
Brut.  Ballard. 

Tit.  No,  his  Daughter.' 

Brut.  No  matter  : 

To  any  of  his  Blood ;  if  it  be  hisy; 
There  is  fuch  natural  Contagion  in  it,  > 
Such  a  Congenial  Devil  in  his  Spirit,  .  ;  I 
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Name,  Liniage,  Stock,  that  but  to  own  a  part 
Of  his  Relation,  is  to  profefs  thy  felf  j  ii; 

Sworn  Slave  of  Hell,  and  Bondman  to  the  Furies.  Sice. 

Thou  art  not  Marry’d.  .irnarlt  b  c  .  vih  3  i:  ;l  j  ion  -A 

Tit.  O,  is  this  poflible  ?  •  no 2  yin 
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This  change  that  1  behold?  no  part  of  him  ,h'- 
The  fame;  nor  Eyes,  nor  Meen,  nor  Voice ;  nor  Gellure ! 

Brut.  Oli,  that  thq  Gods  would  give  my  Arm  the  vigor 
To  lhake  this  foft,.. effeminate,  lazy  Soul 
Forth  from  thy  bofom.  No,  degenerate  Boy, 

Brutus  is  not  the  fame ;  the  Gods  have  vvak’d  him? 

From  dead  Stupidity,  to  be  a  Scourge, 

A  living  Torment  to  thy  difobedience,1 
Look  on  my  face,  view  riiy  eyes  flame.,  and  tell  me 
I  f  ought  thou  feeft  bur  Glory  and  Revenge,  ^ 

A blood-lhot Anger,  and  aburftof Fury,  ■■  1 
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When  I  but  think  of  Tar-quin.  Damn  the  Monfter ; 
Fetch  him,  you  Judges  of  th’eternal  Deep, 

Arraign  him.  Chain  him ,  plunge  him  in  double  fires : 
If  after  this  thou  feeft  a  tendernefs, 

A  Woman’s  tear  come  o’re  my  refolution, 

Think,  Titus ;  think,  my  Son,  ’tis  Nature’s  fault, 

Not  Roman  Brutus ,  but  a  Father  now. 

Tit .  Oh,  let  me  fall  low  as  the  Earth  permits  me. 
And  thank  the  Gods  for  this  moft  happy  chaDge, 

That  you  are  now,  altho  to  my  contufion. 

That  aw-iul,  God-like,  and  Commanding  Brutus 
Which  I  fo  oft  have  wifh’d  you,  which  fometimes 
I  thought  imperfe&ly  you  were,  or  might  be, 

When  I  have  taken  unawares  your  Soul 
At  a  broad  glance,  and  forc’d  her  to  retire. 

Ah,  my  dear  Lord,  you  need  not  add  new  threats^ 
New  marks  of  Anger  to  compleat  my  Ruin, 

Your  Titus  has  enough  to  break  his  heart 
When  he  remembers  that  you  durft  not  truft  him : 
Yes,  yes,  my  Lord,  I  have  a  thoufand  frailties  ; 

The  mould  you  caft  me  in,  the  breath,  the  blood. 

And  Spirit  which  you  gave  me  are  unlike 
The  God-like  Author ;  yef  you  gave  ’em,  Sir : 
Andfure,  if  you  had  pleas’d  to  honor  me, 
T’immortalize  my  Name  to  after  Ages 
By’  imparting  your  high  cares,  I  Ihould  have  found 
At  leaft  fo  much  Hereditary  Virtue 
As  not  to  have  divulg’d  them.  J 

Brut.  Rife,  my  Son ; 

Be  fatisfy’dthou  art  the  fir  ft  that  know’ftme  : 

A  thotifand  Accidents  and  Fated  Caufes 
Rulh  againft  every  Bulwark  I  can  raife. 

And  half  unhinge  my  Soul.  For  now’s  the  time, 
Tofliake  the  Building  of  the  Tyrant  down. 

As  from  Night’s  Womb  the  glorious  Day  breaks  forth. 
And  feems  to  kindle  from  the  fetting  Stars ; 

So  from  theblacknefsof  young  Tar  quins  Crime 
And  Fornace  of  his  Luft,  the  virtuous  Soul 
Of  Junius  Brutus  catches  bright  occafion, 

I  fee  the  Pillars  of  his  Kingdom  totter ; 
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Father  of  his  Country] 


The  Rape  of  Lucrece  is  the  midnight  Lantorn 
That  lights  my  Genius  down  to  the  Foundation. 

Leave  me  to  work,  my  Titus ;  O,  my  Son ; 

For  from  this  Spark  a  Lightning  jhall  arife 

That  muft  e’re  Night  purge  all  the  Roman  Air :  t 

And  then  the  Thunder  of  his  ruin  follows. 

No  more ;  but  hafle  thee  to  Lucretius : 

I  hear  the  Multitude,  and  mult  among  them. 

Away,  my  Son. 

Tit.  Bound,  and  obedient  ever*  '  [Exit* 

Enter  Vinditius  with  Plebeians, 
i .  Cit,  Jupiter  defend  us  /  I  think  the  Firmament  is  all  on 
a  light  fire.  Now,  Neighbour,  as  you  were  faying,  as  to  the 
Caulc  of  Lightning  and  Thunder,  and  for  the  Nature  of  Pro¬ 
digies. 

Vin.  What!  a  Taylor,  and  talk  of  Lightning  and  Thunder? 
why,  thou  walking  Shred,  thou  moving  Bottom  ,  thou  up¬ 
right  Needle ,  thou  lhaving  edging  Skirt ,  thou  Flip-flap  of 
a  Man>  thou  vaulting  Flea,  thou  Nit,  thou  Nothing,  doft 
thou  talk  of  Prodigies  when  I  am  by  ?  O  tempora ,  O  mo¬ 
res  !  But,  Neighbours,  as  I  was  faying ,  what  think  you  of 
Valerius  ? 

All.  Valerius ,  Valerius  ! 

Vin.  I  know  you  are  piping  hot  for  Sedition ;  you  all  gape  for 
Rebellion  :  but  what’s  the  near  ?  For  look  you,  Sirs,  we  the 
People  in  the  Body  Politic  are  but  the  Guts  of  Government; 
therefore  we  may  rumble  and  grumble,  and  Croke  our  hearts 
out,  if  we  have  never  a  Head :  why, how  (hall  we  be  nourilh’dV 
therefore  I  fay,  let  us  get  us  a  Head,  a  Head  my  Ma¬ 
ilers. 

Brut.  Prote&  me,  Jove ,  and  guard  me  from  the  Fantom  ! 
Can  this  fo  horrid  Apparition  be  ; 

Or  is  it  but  the  making  of  my  Fancy  ? 

Vin.  Ha,  Brutus  f  what,  where  is  this  Apparition  ? 
i .  Cit.  This  is  the  Tribune  of  the  Celeres 
A  notable  Head-piece,  and  the  King’s  Jeficr. 

Brut.  By  Jove ,  a  Prodigy  ! 

Vin.  Nay,  like  enough;  the  Gods  are  very  angr)  : 

I  know  they  are,  they  told  me  fo  tliemfelves ; 

For  Look  you  Neighbours,  I  for  my  own  part 
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Have  feen  to  day  fourfcore  and  nineteen  Prodigies  and  a  half. 

Brut.  But  this  is  a  whole  one.  O,  mod  horrible  ! 

Look,  Vinditius ,  yonder,  o’re  that  part 
O’the  Capitol,  jutt,  juft  there  man,  yonder,  look. 

Vin.  Ha,  my  Lord ! 

Brut.  I  always  took  thee  for  a  quick -flighted  Fellow  : 

What,  art  thou  blind  ?  why,  yonder,  all  o’fire  ; 

It  vomits  Lightning ;  ’tis  a  monftrous  Dragon. 

Vin.  O,  I  fee  it :  O  Jupiter  and  Juno  !  By  the  Gods  I  fee  it: 
O  Neighbours,  look,  look,  look,  on  his  filthy  Noftrils ! 

’T  has  eyes  like  flaming  Saucers  ;  and  a  Belly 
Like  a  burning  Caldron  :  with  fuch  a  fwinging  Tail ! 

And  O,  a  thing,  a  thing  that’s  all  o’ fire! 

Brut.  Ha  !  now  it  fronts  us  with  a  Head  that’s  mark’d 
With  Tarquin’s name :  and  fee, ’tis  Thunder-ftrook ! 

Look  yonder  how  it  whizzes  through  the  Air ! 

The  Gods  have  ftrook  it  down ;  ’tis  gone,  ’tis  vanhh’d. 

O,  Neighbours,  what,  what  fliould  this  Portent  mean  ? 

Vin.  Mean!  why,  it’s  plain;  did  we  not  fee  the  Mark 
Upon  the  Beaft?  Tarquin’s  the  Dragon,  Neighbours, 

Tarquin’s  the  Dragon,  and  the  Gods  ihall  fwinge  him. 

All.  A  Dragon!  a  Tarquin! 

i.  Cit.  For  my  part,  l  faw  nothing.- 

Vin.  How,  Rogue?  why,  this  is  Prodigy  on  Prodigy ! 

Down  with  him,  knock  him  down  ;  whatnot  fee  the  Dragon? 
i.Cit.  Mercy:  I  did,  Id:d;  a  huge  monftrous  Dragon. 
Brut.  So;  not  a  word  of  this,  my  Matters, not  for  your  livest 
Meet  me  anon  at  the  Forum but  not  a  word. 

Vinditius ,  tell ’em  the  Tribune  of  the  Celeres 
Intends  this  night  to  give  them  an  Oration. 

[Exit  Vendit.  and  Rabble. 

Ente r  Lucrece,  Valerius,  Lucretius,  Mutius,  Herminius,  Ho- 
ratius,  Titus,  Tiberius,  Collatinus, 

Brut.  Ha!  in  the  open  Air  ?  fo  near,  you  Gods  ? 

So  ripe  your  Judgments  ?  nay,  then  let  ’em  break , 

And  burft  the  hearts  of  thofe  that  have  deferv’d  them. 

Lucrece.  O  Collatine  !  art  thou  come  ? 

Alas,  my  Husband !  O  my  Love !  my  Lord ! 
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Coll-  O  Lucrece  !  fee,  I  have  obey’d  thy  Summons : 

I  have  thee  in  my  Arms;  but  fpeak,  my  Fair, 

Say,  is  all  well? 

Lucrece.  Away,  and  do  not  touch  me  : 

Stand  near,  but  touch  me  not.  My  Father  too ! 

Lucretius ,  art  thou  here  ? 

Luc.  Thou  feeft  I  am. 

Hafte,  and  relate  thy  lamentable  Story. 

Lucrece.  If  there  be  Gods,  O,  will  they  not  revenge  me? 
Draw  near,  my  Lord ;  forfureyou  haveaihare 
In  thefe  ftrange  woes.  Ah,  Sir,  what  have  you  done  ? 

Why  did  you  bring  that  Monfter  of  Mankind 
The  other  Night,  tocurfe  Collatia's  walls  ? 

Why  did  you  blaft  me  with  that  horrid  Vifage, 

And  blot  my  Honor  with  the  Blood  of  Tar  quin  ? 

Colt .  O  all  the  Gods  1 
Lucrece.  Alas,  they  are  far  off; 

Or  fure  they  would  have  help’d  the  wretched  Lucrecel 
Hear  then,  and  tell  it  to  the  wondring  World, 

Laft  night  the  Luftful  bloody  Sextus  came 
Late,  and  benighted  to  Collatia, 

Intending,  as  he  faid,  for  Rome  next  morning ; 

But  in  the  dead  of  Night,  juft  when  foft  fleep 
Had  feal’d  my  eyes,  and  quite  becalm’d  my  Soul, 

Methought  a  horrid  voice  thus  thunder’d  in  my  ear, 

Lucrece ,  thou’rt  mine,  arife  and  meet  my  Arms  : 

When  ftrait  I  wak’d,  and  found  young  Tarquin  by  me. 

His  Robe  unbutton’d ,  red  and  fparklingeyes, 

The  fiufhing  blood  that  mounted  in  his  face, 

The  trembling  eagernefs  that  quite  devour’d  him, 

With  only  one  grim  Slave  that  held  a  Taper, 

At  that  deadftilnefs  of  the  murd’ring  Night 
Sufficiently  declar’d  his  horrid  purpole. 

Coll.  O,  Lucrece ,  O  ! 

Lucrece.  How  is  it  poffible  to  fpeak  the  Paffion 
The  fright,  the  throes,  and  labour  of  my  Soul  ? 

Ah,  Couatine  !  half  dead  I  turn’d  away 
To  hide  my  ffiame,  my  anger,  and  my  bluffies. 

While  he  at  firft  with  a  diifembled  mildnels 
Attempted  on  my  Honor ;  — —  ■ 

C  z _ _ 


1 2  Lucius  Junius  Brutus ; 

But  haftily  repuls’d,  and  with  difdain, 

He  drew  his  Sword,  and  locking  his  left  hand 
Faft  in  my  hair,  he  held  it  to  my  breaft  : 

Protefti'ig  by  the  Gods,  tire  Fiends  and  Furies, 

If  1  refus'd  him  he  would  give  me  death  ; 

.And  fwear  he  found  me  with  that  fwarthy  Slave 
Whom  he  would  leave  there  murder’d  by  my  fide. 

Brut.  Villain  !  Damn’d  Villain  ! 

Lucrece.  Ah  Collatine  I  Oh  Father!  Junius  Brutus  ! 
All  that  are  kin  to  this  diflionor’d  blood, 

How  will  you  view  me  now  ?  Ah,  how  forgive  me  ? 

Yet  think  not,  Collatine,  with  my  laft  tears, 

With  thefe  laft  fighs,  thefe  dying  groans,  I  beg  you 
I  do  Conjure  my  Love,  my  Lord,  my  Husband, 

Oh  think  me  not  confenting  once  in  thought, 

Tho  he  in  adt  polTefs’d  his  furious  plcafure : 

For,  oh,  the  name,  the  name  of  an  Adultrefs !— — — 

But  here  1  faint ;  Oh  help  me : 

Imagine  me,  my  Lord,  but  what  I  was. 

And  what  I  Ihortly  lhall  be  ;  cold  and  dead. 

Coll.  Oh  you  avenging  Gods !  Lucrece ;  my  Love, 

I  fwear  I  do  not  think  thy  Soul  confenting : 

And  therefore  I  forgive  thee. 

Lucrece.  Ah,  my  Lord  ! 

Were  I  to  live,  how  Ihould  I  anfwer  this  ? 

All  that  I  ask  you  now  is  to  Revenge  me ; 

Revenge  me  Father,  Husband,  Oh  revenge  me : 
Revenge  me,  Brutus ;  you  his  Sons  revenge  me ; 
Herminius ,  Mutius,  thou  Uoratius  too. 

And  thou  Valerius  ;  all ;  revenge  me  all  : 

Revenge  the  Honor  of  the  Ravilh’d  Lucrece. 
uill.  We  will  Revenge  thee. 

Lucrece.  I  thank  you  all ;  I  thank  you,  noble  Romans 
And  that  my  life,  tho  well  1  know  you  wilh  it. 

May  not  hereafter  ever  give  example 
To  any  that,  like  me,  lhall  be  dilhonor’d,, 

To  live  beneath  fo  loath’d  an  Infamy  ; 

Thus  I  for  ever  lofe  it,  thus  fet  free 
My  Soul,  my  Life  and  Honour  all  together  : 

Revenge  me ;  Oh  Revenge, RevengejRevenge. 
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Father  of  his  Country. 

Luc.  Strook  to  the  heart,  already  motionlcfs. 

Coll.  O  give  me  way  t’lmbalm  her  with  my  tears ; 

For  who  has  that  propriety  of  Sorrow  ? 

Who  dares  to  claim  an  equal  lhare  with  me  ? 

Brut.  That,  Sir,  dare  I ;  and  every  Roman  here. 

What  now  ?  at  your  laments?  your  puling  Sighs? 

And  Womans  drops  ?  Shall  thele  quit  fcores  for  blood  ? 

For  Chart  ity,  for  Rome ,  and  violated  Honor  ? 

Now,  by  the  Gods,  my  Soul  difdains  your  tears : 

There’s  not  a  common  Harlot  in  the  Shambles 
.  But  for  a  Drachma  fhall  out-weep  you  all. 

Advance  the  Body  nearer :  See,  my  Lords, 

Behold,  you  dazled  Remans,  from  the  wound 
Of  this  dead  Beauty,  thus  I  draw  the  Dagger, 

All  ftain’d  and  reeking  with  her  Sacred  blood,. 

Thus  to  my  lips  I  put  the  Hallow’d  blade. 

To  yours  Lucretius ,  Collatinus  yours. 

To  yours  Herminius ,  Mutius,  and  Horatius, 

And  yours,  Valerius  :  kifs  the  Ponnyard  round : 

Now  joyn  your  hands  with  mine,  and  fwear,  fwear  all,. 

By  this  chaft  Blood,  chaft  ere  the  Royal  Villain 
Mixt  his  foul  Spirits  with  the  fpotlefs  Mafs, 

Swear,  and  let  all  the  Gods  be  witneffes. 

That  you  with  me  will  drive  proud  Tar  quin  out. 

His  Wife  ,  th’Imperial  Fury,  and  her  Sons, 

With  all  the  Race  ;  drive  ’em  with  Sword  and  Fire 
To  the  World’s  limits,  Profligate  accurft  : 

Swear  from  this  time  never  to  fuffer  them, 

Nor  any  other  King  to  Reign  in  Rome. 

AH.  We  Sw'ear. 

Brut.  Well  have  you  fworn :  and  Oh,  methinks  I  fee 
The  hovering  Spirit  of  the  Ravilh’d  Matron 
Look  down ;  She  bows  her  Airy  head  to  blefs  you^. 

And  Crown  th’aufpicious  Sacrament  with  fmiles. 

Thus  with  her  Body  high  expos’d  to  view, 

March  to  the  Forum  with  this  Pomp  of  Death. 

Oh  Lucrece  !  Oh  ! 

When  to  the  Clouds  thy  Pile  of  Fame  is  rais’d 
While  Rome  is  Free  thy  Memory  fhall  be  prais’d  : 

Senate  and  People,  Wives  and  Virgins  all, 
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Shall  once  a  year  before  thy  Statue  fall ; 

Curfing  the  Tar  quins,  they  thy  Fate  fliall  mourn : 
But,  when  the  thoughts  of  Liberty  return, 

Shall  blefs  the  happy  hour  when  thou  wert  born. 


[ Exeunt . 


ACT  II.  SCE.  I. 

The  Forum. 


Tiberius ,  Fabritius,  Lartius ,  Flaminius. 

Tib.' ■“'1  Abritius ,  Lartius ,  and  Flaminius , 

ri  As  you  are  Romans ,  and  oblig’d  by  Tar  quin, 

**-  I  dare  confide  in  you;  I  fay  again, 

Tho  I  could  not  refufe  the  Oath  he  gave  us, 

I  difapprove  my  Father’s  undertaking  : 

I’m  Loyal  to  the  Iaft,  and  fo  will  Hand. 

I  am  in  hafte,  and  mull  to  Titllia. 

Fab.  Leave  me,  my  Lord,  to  deal  with  the  Multitude. 

Tib.  Remember  this  in  Ihort.  A  King  is  one 
To  whom  you  may  complain  when  you  are  wrong’d ; 

The  Throne  lies  open  in  your  way  for  Juftice : 

You  may  be  angry,  and  maybe  forgiven. 

There’s  room  for  favor,  and  for  benefit, 

Where  Friends  and  Enemies  may  come  together. 

Have  prefent  hearing,  prefent  compofition. 

Without  recourfe  to  the  Litigious  Laws  ; 

Laws  that  are  cruel,  deaf,  inexorable. 

That  call  the  Vile  and  Noble  altogether ; 

Where,  if  you  lliould  exceed  the  bounds  of  Order, 

There  is  no  pardon  >  O,  ’tis  dangerous. 

To  have  all  A$ion$  judg’d  by  rigorous  Law. 

What, 
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Father  of  his  Country . 

What,  to  depend  on  Innocence  alone. 

Among  fo  many  Accidents  and  Errors 
That  wait  on  human  life  ?  Conftder  it  ; 

Stand  faft,  be  Loyal :  I  mult  to  the  Queen.  [ Exit. 

Fab.  A  pretty  Speech,  by  Mercury  /  Look  you  ,  Lartius  , 
when  the  words  lye  like  a  low  Wreftler,  round,  clofe  and  Ihort, 
fquat,  pat  and  pithy. 

Lar.  But  what  Ihould  we  do  here,  Fabritius  ?  the  Multitude 
will  tear  us  in  pieces.  ' 

Fab.  ’Tistrue,  Lartius ,  the  Multitude  is  a  mad  thing;  a 
ftrange  blunder-headed  Monfter ,  and  very  unruly :  But  elo¬ 
quence  is  fuch  a  thing,  a  fine ,  moving ,  florid,  pathetical 
Speech  1  But  fee,  the  Hjdra  comes :  let  me  alone;  fear  not,  I 
fay,  fear  not. 

[Enter  Vinditius,t£7fZ>  Plebeians. 

Vitt.  Come,  Neighbours,  rank  your  felves,  plant  your  felvcs, 
fet  your  felves  in  Order ;  the  Gods  are  very  angry,  I’ll  fay  that 
for  ’em :  pough ,  pough,  I  begin  to  fweat  already ;  and  they’! 
find  us  work  enough  to  day ,  I’ll  tell  you  that.  And  to  fay 
truth,  I  never  lik’d  Tar  quin,  before  I  faw  the  Mark  in  his  fore¬ 
head  :  for  look  you,  Sirs,  I  am  a  true  Commonwealths-man  , 
and  do  not  naturally  love  Kings,  tho  they  be  good;  for  why 
fhould  any  one  man  have  more  power  than  the  People  ?  Is  he 
bigger,  or  wifer  than  the  People  ?  Has  he  more  Guts,  cr  more 
Brains  than  the  People?  What  can  he  do  for  the  People,  that 
the  People  can’t  do  for  them  felves  ?  Can  he  make  Corn 
grow  in  a  Famine  ?  can  he  give  us  Rain  in  Drought  ?  or  make 
our  Pots  boil,  tho  the  Devil  pifs  in  the  Fire? 

l.Cit.  For  my  part,  I  hate  all  Courtiers  ;  and  Ithinklhave 
reafon  for't. 

Vin.  Thou  reafon!  Well,  Taylor ,  and  what’s  thy  rea¬ 
fon  ? 

i .  Cit.  Why ,  Sir,  there  was  a  Crew  of  ’em  t’other  Night 
got  drunk ,  broke  my  windows,  and  handled  my  wife. 

Vin .  How  Neighbours  V  Nay,  now  the  Fellow  has  reafon , 
look  you:  his  wife  handled!  why,  this  is  a  matter  of  mo¬ 
ment. 

i .  Cit.  Nay,  I  know  there  were  fome  of  the  Princes,  for  I 
heard  Sextus  his  name. 
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Vin.  J,  J,  the  King’s  Sons,  my  life  for’t;  fome  of  the  King’s 
Sons.  Well,  thefe  roaring  Lords  never  do  any  good  among  us 
Citizens :  they  are  ever  breaking  the  Peace,  running  in  our 
Debts,  and  fwindging  our  wives. 

Fab.  How  long  at  length,  thou  many-headed  Monfter, 

You  Bulls,  and  Bears,  you  roaring  Beads  and  Bandogs, 

Porters  and  Coblers,  Tinkers,  Taylors,  all 

You  Rafcally  Sonsof  Whores  in  a  Civil  Government, 

How  long,  1  fay,  dare  you  abufe  our  patience  ? 

Does  not  the  thought  of  Rods  and  Axes  fright  you  ? 

Does  not  our  prefence,  ha,  thefe  eyes,  thefe  faces 
Strike  you  with  trembling?  Ha! 

Vin,  Why,  what  have  we  here?  a  very  Spit-fire,  the 
Crack-fart  of  the  Court.  Hold,  let  me  lee  him  nearer: 
yes,  Neighbours,  this  is  one  of  ’em,  one  of  your  roaring 
Squires  that  poke  us  in  the  night,  beat  the  Watch,and  deflowr 
cur  Wives.  I  know  him  Neighbours,  for  all  his  bouncing  and 
his  fwearing ;  this  is  a  Court-Pimp,  a  Baud,  one  of  Tarquiris 
Bauds. 

Fab.  Peace  thou  obftreperous  Rafcal ;  I  am  a  man  of  Honor. 
One  of  the  E  quell  ri  an  Order;  my  naire  Fabritius. 

Vin.  fabritius /  Your  Servant,  Fabritius.  Dow’n  witli 
him.  Neighbours ;  an  upllart  Rogue ;  this  is  he  that  was 
the  Queen’s  Coachman,  and  drove  the  Chariot  over  her  Fa¬ 
thers  Body  :  Down  with  him ,  down  with  ’em  all ;  Bauds  , 
Pimps,  Pandars. 

Fab.  O  mercy,  mercy,  mercy! 

Vin.  Hold,  Neighbours,  hold  :  as  we  are  great,  let  us  be 
juft.  You,  Sirrah;  you  of  the  Equeftrian  Order,  Knight? 
now,  by  Jove,  he  has  the  look  of  a  Pimp ;  I  find  we  can’t 
fave  him.  Rife,  Sir  Knight;  and  tell  me  before  the  Ma- 
jefty  of  the  People  ,  what  have  you  to  fay,  that  you 
fhould  not  have  your  neck  broke  down  the  Tarpaan 
Rock ,  your  Body  burnt ,  and  your  Allies  thrown  in  the 
Tiber  ? 

Fab,  Oh  '•  oh  '■  oh  1 

Vt  ft.  A  Courtier  !  a  Sheep  biter.  Leave  off  your  blubbering, 
and  confefs. 

Fab.  Oh!  I  will  confefs,  I  will  confefs. 
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Viiti  Anfwer  me  then.  Was  not  you  once  the  Queen’s 
Coachman  ? 

Fab.  I  was,  I  was. 

Vin.  Did  you  not  drive  her  Chariot  over  the  Body  of  her  Fa¬ 
ther,  the  dead  King  Tullus  ? 

Fab.  I  did,  I  did:  thoit  went  againtl  my  Confcience, 

Vin.  So  much  the  wori'e.  Have  you  not  fince  abufed  the  good 
People,  by  feducing  the  Citizens  Wives  to  Court,  ior  the  King’s 
Sons  ?  have  you  not  by  your  Bauds  tricks,  been  the  occafion  of 
their  making  affault  on  the  Bodies  of  many  a  virtuous  difpes’d 
Gentlewoman  ? 

Fab.  I  have,  I  have. 

Vin.  Have  you  not  wickedly  held  the  Door ,  while  the 
Daughters  of  the  wife  Citizens  have  had  their  Velfels  broken 
up  ? 

Fab.  Oh,  I  confefs,  many  a  time  and  often. 

Vin.  For  all  which  Services  to  your  Princes,  and  fo  highly 
deferving  of  the  Commonwealth,  you  have  receiv’d  the  Honor 
of  Knighthood  ? 

Fab,  Mercy,  mercy :  I  confels  it  all. 

Vin.  Hitherto  I  have  helpt  you  to  fpell  ,•  now  pray  put  toge¬ 
ther  for  your  felf;  and  confefs  the  whole  matter  in  three 
words. 

Fab.  I  was  at  firft  the  Son  of  a  Car-man  ,  came  to  the  honor 
of  being  Tull  la’s  Coachman,  have  been  a  Pimp,  and  remain  a 
Knight  at  the  mercy  of  the  People. 

Vin,  Well ,  I  am  mov’d  ,  my  bowels  are  hir’d  :  take  ’em  a- 
way,  and  let  ’em  only  be  hang’d  :  Away  with  ’em,  away  with 
’em. 

Fab.  Oh  mercy !  help,  help. 

Vin.  Hang  ’em ,  Rogues,  Pimps ;  hang  ’em  I  fay.  Why, 
look  you,  Neighbours,  this  is  Law,  Right,  andjuftice:  this 
is  the  Peoples  Law;  and  I  think  that’s  better  than  the  Arbi¬ 
trary  power  of  Kings.  Why,  here  was  Trial,  Condemnati¬ 
on,  and  Execution,  without  more  ado.  Hark  ,  hark ;  what 
have  we  here?  look  Jook,  the  Tribune  of  the  Celeres  !  Bring 
forth  the  Pulpit,  the  Pulpit. 
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Trumpets  found  a  dead  March , 

*  < 

Enter  Brutus,  Valerius,  Herminius,  Mutius,  Horatius,  Lucretius, 

Collatinus,  Tiberius,  Titus :  with  the  Body  of  Lucrece. 

\  -  •  ] 

V al.  I  charge  you  Fathers,  Nobles,  Romans,  Friends, 
IVagiftrates,  all  you  People^  hear  Valentis. 

This  day,  G  Romans,  is  a  day  of  wonders, 

The  villaniesof  Tarquin  are  compleat  : 

To  lay  whofe  Vices  open  to  your  view, 

To  give  you  Reafons  for  his  Banifhment, 

With  the  Expulfion  of  his  wicked  Race ; 

The  Gods  have  chofen  Lucius  Junius  Brutus , 

The  ftupid,  fenflefs,  and  illiterate  Brutus , 

Their  Orator  in  this  prodigious  Caufe  : 

Let  him  afcend,  and  Silence  be  Proclaim’d. 

Vin.  A  Brutus ,  a  Brutus ,  a  Brutus  !  Silence  there; 

Silence,  I  fay,  Silence  on  pain  of  death. 

Brut.  Patricians,  People,  Friends,  and  Romans  all, 

Had  not  th’infpiring  Gods  by  wonder  brought  me 
From  clouded  Sence,  to  this  full  Day  of  Reafon, 

Whence,  with  a  Prophets  profpedt,  I  behold 
The  State  of  Rome,  and  Danger  of  the  Worlds 
Yet  in  a  Caufe  like  this,  methinks  the  weak, 

Enervate,  ftupid  Brutus  might  fuffice : 

O  the  eternal  Gods !  bring  but  the  Statues 
Of  Romulus  and  Numa ,  plant  ’em  here 
On  either  hand  of  this  cold  Roman  Wife, 

Only  to  ftand  and  point  that  public  wound  ; 

O  Romans,  oh,  what  ufe  would  be  of  Tongues ! 

What  Orator  need  fpeak  while  they  were  by  ? 

VFouldnot  the  Majelly  of  thofe  dumb  Forms 
Infpire  your  Souls,  and  Arm  you  for  the  Caufe  ? 

Would  you  notcurfe  the  Author  of  the  murder, 

And  drive  him  from  the  Earth  with  Sword  and  Fire  ? 

But  where,  methinks  I  hear  the  People  fhout, 

I  hear  the  cry  of  Rome,  where  is  the  Monfter? 

Bring  Tar  quin  forth ,  bring  the  Deftroyer  out. 

By  whofe  curs’d  off-fpring,  Luftful  Bloody  Sextus 3 

 This 
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Father  of  bis  Country. 

This  pirfe<5t  mould  of  Roman  Chaftity, 

This  Star  of  fpotlefs  and  immortaljfamc, 

This  pattern  tor  all  Wives,  the  Roman  Lucrece 
Was  louly  brought  to  a  difaftrous  end. 

K;«.0,Neighbours,oh !  I  bury’d  feven  Wives  without  crying 
Nav,  I  never  wept  before  in  all  my  life. 

Brut.  O  the  Immortal  Gods,  and  thou  great  Stayer 
Of  falling  Rome,  if  to  his  own  Relations, 

(For  Coliatinus  is  a  Tar  quin  too} 

If  wrongs  fo  great  to  them,  to  his  own  blood  ; 

What  then  to  us,  the  Nobles  and  the  Commons  ? 

Not  to  remember  you  of  his  pad  Crimes, 

The  black  Ambition  of  his  furious  Queen, 

Who  drove  her  Chariot  through  the  Cyprian  Street 
On  fuch  a  damn’d  Defign,  as  might  have  turn’d 
The  Steeds  of  Day,  and  lhock’d  the  darting  Gods, 

Bled  as  they  are,  with  an  uneafie  moment : 

Add  yet  to  this,  oh !  add  the  horrid  daughter 
Of  all  the  Princes  of  the  Roman  Senate, 

Invading  Fundamental  Right  and  Judice, 

Breaking  the  ancient  Cudoms,  Statutes,  Laws, 

With  politive  pow’r,  and  Arbitrary  Lud ; 

Andthofe  Affairs  which  were  before  difpatch’d 
In  public  by  the  Fathers,  now  are  forc’d 
To  his  own  Palace,  there  to  be  determin’d 
As  he,  and  his  Portentous  Council  pleafe. 

But  then  for  you. 

Fin.  I,  for  the  People,  come ; 

And  then,  my  Mirmyaons,  to  pot  with  him. 

Brut .  I  fay,  if  thus  the  Nobles  have  been  wrong’d. 

What  Tongue  can  fpeak  the  grievance  of  the  People  ? 

Vin.  Alas,  poor  People  ! 

Brut.  You  that  were  once  a  free-born  People,  fam’d 
In  his  Forefathers  days  for  Wars  abroad. 

The  Conquerors  of  the  World ;  Oh  Rome  !  Oh  Glory ! 

What  are  you  now?  what  has  the  Tyrant  made  you? 

The  Slaves,  the  Beads,  the  Ades  of  the  Earth, 

The  Soldiers  of  the  Gods  Mechanic  Laborers, 

Drawers  of  Water,  Taskers,  Timber- fellers. 

Yok’d  you  like  Bulls,  his  very  Jades  for  luggage, 
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Drove  you  with  Scourges  down  to  dig  in  Quarries, 

To  cleanfe  his  Sinks,  the  Scavengers  o’th'  Court : 

While  his  lewd  Sons,  tho  not  on  work  fo  hard, 

Employ’d  your  Daughters  and  your  Wives  at  home. 

Vm.  Yes  marry  did  they. 

Brut .  O  all  the  Gods!  what  are  you  Romans  ?  ha  1 
If  this  be  true,  why  have  you  been  io  backward  ? 

Oh  fluggilh  Souls !  Oh  fall  of  former  Glory ! 

That  w'ould  not  rouze  unlefs  a  Woman  wait’d  you  l 
Behold  (lie  comes,  and  calls  you  to  revenge  her ; 

Her  Spirit  hovers  in  the  Air,  and  cries 

To  Arms,  to  Arms ;  drive,  drive  the  Tar  quins  out. 

Behold  this  Dagger,  taken  from  her  wound, 

She  bids  you  fix  this  Trophee  on  your  Standard, 

This  Ponnyard  which  Hie  ftab’d  into  her  heart. 

And  bear  her  Body  in  your  Battels  front : 

Or  will  you  (lay  till  Tarquin  does  return, 

To  fee  your  Wives  and  Children  drag’d  about. 

Your  Houfes  burnt,  the  Temples  all  profan’d. 

The  City  fill’d  with  Rapes,  Adulteries, 

The  Tiber  choak’d  with  Bodies,  all  the  Shores 

And I  neighboring  Rocks  befmear’d  with  Roman  blood  ? 

Vm.  Away,  away ;  lets  burn  his  Palace  firft. 

Brut.  Hold,  hold,  my  Friends.  As  I  have  been  th’Infpirer 
Of  thismoft  juft  Revenge  fo  I  intreat  you. 

Oh  worthy  Romans,  take  me  with  you  ftillY 
Drive  Tull i  a  out,  and  all  of  Tar  quin's  Race 
Expel  ’em  without  Damage  to  their  perfons, 

Tho  not  without  reproach.  Vinditiuss  you 
I  truft  in  this.  So  profper  us  the  Gods, 

ProfperourCaufe,  profper  the  Commonwealth,, 

Guard  and  Defend  the  Liberty  of  Rome. 

Vin.  Liberty,  Liberty,  Liberty. 
sill.  Liberty,  8cc. 

Val.  O  Brutus,  as  a  God,  we  all  Purvey  thee; 

Let  then  the  Gratitude  we  Ihould  exprefs 
Be  loft  in  Admiration.  Well  we  know 
Virtue  like  thine,  fo  fierce,  fo  like  the  Gods, 

That  more  than  thou  prefents  we  could  notbearj, 

Looks  with  difdain  on  Ceremonious  honors ; 
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Therefore  accept  in  Ihort  the  thanks  of  Rome: 

Firft  with  our  Bodies  thus  we  worlhip  thee, 

Thou  Guardian  Genius  of  the  Commonwealth, 

Thou  Father  and  Redeemer  of  thy  Country ; 

Next  we,  as  Friends,  with  equal  Arms  embrace  thee. 

That  Brutus  may  remember,  tho  his  vertue 
Soar  to  the  Gods,  he  is  a  Roman  Hill. 

Brut.  And  when  I  am  not  fo,  or  once  in  thought 
Confpire  the  Bondage  of  my  Country-men, 

Strike  me  you,  Gods ;  tear  me,. O  Romans,  piece-meal, 

And  let  your  Brutus  be  more  loath’d  than  Tar  quin. 

But  now  to  thofe  Affairs  that  want  a  view. 

Imagine  then  the  fame  of  what  is  done 
Has  reach’d  to  Ardea  5  whence  the  trembling  Kin g, 

By  Guilt  and  Nature  quick  and  apprehenfive,° 

With  a  bent  brow  comes  poll  for  his  Revenge 
To  make  examples  of  the  Mutiniers  : 

Let  him  come  on.  Lucretius ,  to  your  care 
The  charge  and  cuftody  of  Rome  is  given ; 

While  we,  with  all  the  Force  that  can  be  rais’d. 

Waving  the  Tar  quins  on  the  common  Road, 

Refolve  to  joy  n  the  Army  at  the  Camp, 

What  thinks  Valerius  of  the  confequence? 

Val.  As  of  a  lucky  hit.  There  is  a  number 
Of  Malecontents  that  wilh  for  fuch  a  time 
I  think  that  only  fpeed  is  neceflary 
To  Crown  the  whole  event. 

Brut.  Go  then  your  felf, 

With  thefe  Affiftants,  and  make  inllant  head 
Well  as  you  can,  numbers  will  not  be  wanting, 

To  Mars  his  Field  :  I  have  but  fome  few  Orders 
To  leave  with  Titus,  that  muff  be  difpers’t, 

And  Brutus  lhall  attend  you. 

V a/.The  Godsdire<2  you.  [ Exeunt  with  the  Body  of  Lucrece. 

Manent  Brutus,  Titus. 

Brut,  Titus,  my  Son  ? 

Tit.  My  ever  honor’d  Lord. 

Brut.  I  think,  my  Titus, 

Nay,  by  the  Gods,  I  dare  proteft  it  to  thee, 

I  love  thee  more  than  any  of  my  Children. 

•  ~  •• !  — ^ - Ji 
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tit.  How,  Sir,  oh  how,  my  Lord,  have  I  deferv’d  it 
Brut.  Therefore  I  love  thee  more,  becaufe,  my  Son 
Thou  haft  deferv’d  it ;  for,  to  fpeak  fincerely. 

There’s  fuch  a  fweetnefs  frill  in  all  thy  manners. 

An  Air  fo  open,  and  a  brow  fo  clear, 

A  temper  fo  remov’d  from  Villany, 

With  luch  a  manly  plainne fs  in  thy  dealing, 

That  not  to  love  thee,  O  my  Son,  my  Titus, 

Were  to  be  envious  of  fo  great  a  Vertue. 

tit.  O,  all  the  Cods,  where  will  this  kindnefs  end  • 
Why  do  you  thus,  O  my  too  gracious  Lord, 

Diffolve  at  once  the  being  that  you  gave  me  ; 

Unlefs  you  mean  to  fcrew  me  to  performance 
Beyond  the  reach  of  Man  ? 

Ah  why,  my  Lord,  do  you  oblige  me  more. 

Than  my  humanity  can  e’re  return? 

Brut.  Yes,  Titus,  thou  conceiv’d thy Father  right 
I  find  our  Genij  know  each  other  well  ; 

And  Minds,  my  Son,  of  our  uncommon  make 
When  once  the  Mark’s  in  view,  never  flioot  wide, 

But  in  a  Line  come  level  to  the  White, 

And  hit  the  very  heart  of  our  Defign : 

Then,  to  the  Shocking  purpofe.  Onceagaiu 
I  fay,  I  fwear,  I  love  thee,  O  my  Son  ; 

I  like  thy  Frame,  the  Fingers  of  the  Gods 
I  fee  have  left  their  Maftery  upon  thee, 

They  have  been  tapering  up  thy  Roman  Form, 

And  the  Majeftick  prints  at  large  appear  : 

Yet  fomething  they  have  left  for  me  to  finilh. 

Which  thus  I  prefs  thee  to ,  thus  in  my  Arms 
I  falhion  thee,  I  mould  thee  to  my  heart. 

What?  doft  thou  kneel  ?  nay,  (land  up  now  a  Roman, 
Shake  from  thy  Lids  that  dew  that  hangs  upon  ’em, 
And  anfwer  to  th’aufterity  of  my  Vertue. 

tit.  If  I  muft  dye,  you  Gods,  I  am  prepar’d : 

Let  then  my  Fate  fulfice ;  but  do  notrack  me 
With  fomething  more. 

Brut.  Titus ,  as  I  remember. 

You  told  me  you  were  Marry ’d. 

Tit.  My  Lord,  I  did. 


Father  of  his  Country . 

Brut.  To  Teraminta,  Tar  quin’s  natural  Daughter. 
Tit.  Mott  true,  my  Ldrd,  to  that  pobr  vertuous  Maid 
Your  Titus ,  Sir,  your  moft  unhappy  Sons 
Is  joyn’d  for  ever. 

Brut.  No,  Titus,  not  for  ever. 

Not  but  I  know  the  Virgin  beautiful  ; 

For  I  did  oft  converfe  her,  when  I  feem’d 
Nottoconverfeatall:  Yet  more,  my  Son, 

I  think  her  chaftly  good,  moft  fweetly  fram’d, 

Without  the  fmalleft  Tindture  of  her  Father ; 

Yet,  Titus,—  -  -Ha !  what,  man?  what,  all  in  tears  ?] 

Art  thou  fo  fofr,  that  only  faying  yet 

Has  dalh’d  thee  thus  ?  nay,  then  I’ll  plunge  thee  down, 

Down  to  the  bottom  of  this  foolilh  Stream 

Whofe  brink  thus  makes  thee  tremble.  No,  my  Son, 

If  thou  art  mine,  thou  art  not  Teraminta’s ; 

Or,  if  thou  art,  I  fwear  thou  muft  not  be, 

Thou  lhalt  not  be  hereafter. 

Tit.  O  the  Gods  ! 

Forgive  me,  Blood  and  Duty,  all  refpedfs 
Due  to  a  Father’s  name :  not  Teraminta’s  ! 

Brut.  No,  by  the  Gods  I  fwear,  not  Teraminta's. 
No,  Titus,  by  th’eternal  Fates,  that  hang 
I  hope  aufpicious  o’re  the  head  of 
I’ll  grapple  with  thee  on  this  fpot  of  Earth 
About  this  Theam,  till  one  of  us  fall  dead : 

I’ll  ftruggle  with  thee  for  this  point  of  Honor, 

And  tug  with  Teraminta  for  thy  heart 
As  I  have  done  for  Rome yes,  ere  we  part. 

Fix’d  as  you  are  by  Wedlock  joyn’d  and  faft,  jg! 

I’ll  fet  you  far  afunder':  nay,  on  this, 

Tiiis  fpotted  blade,  bath’d  in  the  blood  of  Lucrece , 

I’ll  make  thee  fwear  on  this  thy  Wedding  night 
Thou  wilt  not  touch  thy  Wife.  * 

Tit.  Confcience,  heart  and  bowels, 

Am  I  a  man  ?  have  I  my  flelh  about  me  ? 

Brut.  I  know  thou  haft  too  much  of  Flelh  about  thee 
Tis  that,  my  Son,  that  and  thy  Blood  1  fear 
Mere  than  thy  Spirit,  which  is  truly  Roman  ; 

But  let  the  heated  Chanels  of  thy  Veins 
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Boilo’re;  Iftill  am  obftinate  in  this : 

Thou  flialt  renounce  thy  Father  or  thy  Love, 

Either  refolve  to  part  with  Ter  ami  nt  a, 

To  fend  her  forth,  with  Tullia ,  to  her  Father, 

Or  lhake  hands  with  me,  part,  and  be  accurs’d  ; 

Make  me  believe  thy  Mother  play’d  me  fal  fe, 

And,  in  my  abfence,  ftampt  thee  with  a  Tar  quin. 

Tit.  Hold,  Sir,  I  do  conjure  you  by  the  Gods, 

Wrong  not  my  Mother,  tho  you  doom  me  dead  ; 

Curfe  me  not  till  you  hear  what  I  refolve, 

Give  me  a  little  time  to  rouze  my  Spirits, 
Tomufterallthe  Tyrant-man  about  me. 

All  that  is  fierce,  aufteer,  and  greatly  cruel 
To  Titus  and  his  Terammta'%  ruin. 

Brut,  Remember  me;  look  on  thy  Fathers  fufTrings, 
What  he  has  born  for  twenty  rowling  years ; 

If  thou  haft  nature,  worth,  or  honour  in  thee,  j 
The  contemplation  of  my  cruel  labours 
Will  ftir  thee  up  to  this  new  acft  of  glory  : 

Thou  want’ft  the  Image  of  thy  Father’s  wrongs  ; 

O  take  it  then,  reflected  with  the  warmth 
Of  all  the  tendernefs  that  I  can  give  thee ; 

Perhaps  it  flood  in  a  wrong  light  before ; 

Ill  try  all  ways  to  place  it  to  advantage. 

Learn  by  my  rigorous  Roman  Refolution 
To  ftiffen  thy  unharrafs’d  Infant  vertue  : 

I  do  allow  thee  fond,  young',  fofr,  and  gentle. 

Train’d  by  the  Charms  of  one  that  is  moft  lovely ; 

Yet,  Titus ,  this  muft  all  be  loft,  when  Honor, 

When  Rome ,  the  World,  and  the  Gods  come  to  claim  us  : 
Think  then  thou  hear’ft ’em  cry,  obey  thy  Father; 

If  thou  art  falfe,  or  perjur’d,  there  he  ftands 
Accountable  to  us ;  but  fwear  t’obey ; 

Implicitly  believe  him,  that,  if  ought 

Be  fworn  amifs,  thou  may’ll  have  nought  to  anfwer. 

Tit,  What  is  it,  Sir,  that  you  would  have  me  fwear. 
That  I  may  fcape  your  Curfe,  and  gain  your  blefting  ? 

Brut.  That  thou  this  night  will  part  with  Teraminta, 
For  once  again  I  fwear,  if  here  (he  Hayes, 

What  for  the  hatred  of  the  Multitude. 
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Father  of  his  Country. 

And  ray  Refolves  to  drive  out  Tar  quin's  Race, 

Herpcrfon  is  notfafe. 

Tit .  Here,  take  me.  Sir ; 

Take  me  before  I  cool :  I  fwear  this  night 
That  I  will  part  with  (Oh!)  my  Teraminta. 

Brut.  Swear  too,  and  by  the  Soul  of  Ravilh’d  Lucrccey 
Tho  on  thy  Bridal  night,  thou  wilt  not  touch  her. 

Tit.  I  fwear,  ev’n  by  the  Soul  of  her  you  nam’d, 

The  Ravilh’d  Lucrece ,  Oh  th’  Immortal  Gods  I 
I  will  not  touch  her.  ■,  , 

Brut.  So  ;  I  truft  thy  Virtue  : 

And,  by  the  Gods,  I  thank  thee  for  the  Conqueft. 

Once  more,  with  all  the  blellings  I  can  give  thee, 

I  take  thee  to  my  arms ;  thus  on  my  breft. 

The  hard  and  rugged  Pillow  of  thy  Honor, 

I  wean  thee  from  thy  Love  :  Farewel ;  be  fall 
To  what  thou ’ft  fworn,  and  I  am  thine  for  ever.  [Exit. 

Tit.folus.  To  what  thou ’ft  fworn!  Oh  Heaven  and  Earth 
What  have  I  fworn?  to  part  with  Teramimtal  (what’s  that? 
To  part  with  fomething  dearer  to  my  heart 
Than  my  Life’s  drops?  What !  not  this  night  enjoy  her  ? 
Renounce  my  Vows,  the  Rights,  the  Dues  of  Marriage, 
Which  now  I  gave  her,  and  the  Prieft  was  witnefs, 

Blefs’d  with  a  floud  that  ftream’d  from  both  our  eyes, 

And  feal’d  with  fighs,  and  fmiles,  and  d.eathlefs  kiffes ; 

Yet  after  this  to  fwxar  thou  wilt  not  touch  her  / 

Oh,  all  the  Gods,  I  did  forfwear  my  felf 
In  fwearing  that,  and  will  forfwear  again  : 

Not  touch  her !  O  thou  perjur’d  Braggard  ;  where, 

Where  are  thy  Vaunts,  thy  Proteftations  now  ? 

Enter  Teraminta. 

She  comes  to  ftrike  thy  daggering  Duty  down  : 

’Tisfall’n,  ’tisgone;  Oh.Teraminta,  come. 

Come  to  my  arms  thou  onl  v  joy  of  Titus , 

Hufh  to  my  cares,  thou  tmfs  of  hoarded  fweets, 

Sele&ed  hour  of  all  Life’s  happy  moments ; 

Whatflnll  I  fay  to  thee  ? 

Ter.  Say  any  tiling  ; 

For  while  you  fpeak,  methinks  a  fudden  calm, 

In  fpight  of  all  the  horror  that  furrount]s  me3 
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Falls  upon  every  frighted  faculty 

And  puts  my  Soul  in  Tune.  O,  Titus ,  Oh ! 

Methinks  my  Spirit  fliivers  in  her  houfe, 

Shrugging, as  if  lhe  long’d  to  be  at  reft  ; 

With  this  forefight,  to  dye  thus  in  your  arms 
Were  to  prevent  a  world  of  following  ills. 

Ter.  What  ills,  my  Love  l  what  power  has  Fortune  now 
But  we  can  brave  ?  Tis  true,  my  Teraminta 
The  Body  of  the  World  is  out  of  frame, 

The  vaft  diftorted  limbs  are  on  the  Rack 
And  all  the  Cable  Sinews  ft  retch'd  toburfting. 

The  Blood  ferments,  and  the  Majeftick  Spirit* 

Like  Hercules  in  the  invenom’d  Shirt, 

Lies  in  a  Fever  on  the  horrid  Pile : 

My  Father,  like  an  JEfculapius 

Sent  by  the  Gods,  comes  boldly  to  the  Cure  ; 

But  how,  my  Love?  by  violent  Remedies, 

And  faics  that  Rome ,  ere  yet  (he  can  be  well, 

Muft  purge  and  caft,  purge  all  th’  infe&ed  humors 
Through  the  whole  mafs;  and  vaftly,  vaftly  bleed 
Ter.  Ah,  Titus  !  I  my  felf  but  now  beheld 
Th’  expulfion  of  the  Queen,  driv’n  from  her  Palace. 

By  the  inrag’d  and  madding  Multitude ; 

And  hardly  fcap’d  my  felf  to  find  you  here. 

Tit.  Why,  yet,  my  Teraminta ,  we  may  fmile. 

Come  then  to  bed,  ere  yet  the  night  defeends 
With  her  black  wings  to  brood  o’re  all  the  World; 

Why,  what  care  we  ?  let  us  enjoy  thofe  pleafures 
The  Gods  have  giv’n ;  lock’d  in  each  others  arms 
We’ll  lye  for  ever- thus,  and  laugh  at  Fate. 

Ter.  No,  no,  my  Lord  ;  there’s  more  than  you  have  nam’d. 
There’s  fometbing  at  your  heart  that  Lmuftfind  j 
I  claim  it  With  the  priviledge  of  a  Wife  : 

Keep  clofe  your  joys  ;  but  lor  your  griefs,  my  Titus, 

I  muft  not,  will  not  lofe  my  fliare  in  them* 

Ah,  the  good  Gods,  what  is  it  ftirs-you  thus  ?■ 

Speak,  fpeak,  my  Lord,  or  Teraminta  dies. 

Oh  Heav’nsjhe  werps!  nay,  then  upon  my  knees- 
Lthus  conjure  you  fpeak,,  or  give  me  death. 

Tit,  Kite,  Teraminta.  Ob,  if  I  fllould  fpeak 
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Father  of' his  Country. 

What  I  have  ralhly  fworn  againft  my  Love, 

1  fear  that  I  fliould  give  thee  death  indeed. 

Ter.  Againft  your  Love !  No,  that’s  impoffible  ; 

I  know  your  God-like  truth :  nay,  Ihould  you  fwear, 
Swear  to  me  now  that  you  forfwore  your  Love, 

I  would  not  credit  it.  No,  no,  my  Lord, 

1  fee,  (  know,  Iread  it  in  your  eyes , 

You  love  the  wretched  Teraminta  ftill  : 

The  very  manner  of  your  hiding  it. 

The  tears  you  ftied,  your  backwardnefs  to  fpeak, 

What  you  affirm  you  fwore  againft  your  Love 
Tell  me,  my  Lord,  you  love  me  more  than  ever. 

Tit.  By  all  the  Gods,  I  do  :  Oh,  Teraminta , 

My  heart’s  difo  rner,  whether  wilt  thou  drive  me  ? 

I’ll  tell  thee  then.  My  Father  wrought  me  up 
I  know  not  how,  to  fwear  I  know  not  what, 

That  I  would  fend  thee  hence  with  Tullia , 

Swear  not  to  touch  thee,  though  my  Wife ;  yet,  Oh , 
Had’ft  thou  been  by  thy  felf,  and  but  beheld  him, 

Thou  would’ft  have  thought,  luch  was  his  Majefty, 

That  the  Gods  Lightned  Irom  his  awful  eyes, 

And  Thunder’d  from  his  tongue. 

Ter,  No  more,  my  Lord  : 

I  do  conjure  you  by  all  thofe  Powers 
Which  we  invok’d  together  at  the  Altar; 

And  beg  you  by  the  love  I  know  you  bear  me, 

To  let  this  paffion  trouble  you  no  farther ; 

No,  my  dear  Lord,  my  honor’d  Goddike  Husband, 

I  am  your  Wife,  and  one  that  feeks  your  Honor : 

By  Heaven,  I  would  have  fworn  you  thus  my  felf. 

What,  ontheffiockof  Empire,  on  the  turn 
Of  State,  and  univerfal  change  of  things, 

To  lye  at  home  and  languilh  tor  a  Woman  ! 

No,  Titus ,  he  that  makes  himfelf  thus  vile, 

Let  him  not  dare  pretend  to  ought  that’s  Princely ; 

But  be,  as  all  the  Warlike  World  lhall  judge  him. 

The  Droll  of  th’ People  and  the  fcorn  of  Kings. 

Enter  Horatius. 

Hor.  My  Lord,  your  Father  gives  you  thus  in  Charge, 
Remember  what  you  fwore :  the  Guard  is  ready ; 
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And  I  am  ordered  to  conduct  your  Bride, 

While  you  attend  your  Father, 

Tit.  Oh,  Teraminta! 

Then  we  muft  part. 

Ter.  We  mult,  we  muft3  my  Lord  : 

Therefore  be  fwift,  and  fhatch  your  felf  away;. 

Or  i  lhall  dye  with  lingring. 

Tit.  Oh,  a  kifs. 

Balmy  as  Cordials  that  recover  Souls  ; 

Chart  as  Maids  fighs,  and  keen  as  longing  Mothers^ 
Preferve  thy  felf;  look  well  to  that,  my  Love  ; 
Think  on  our  Covenant :  when  either  dyes, 

The  other  is  no  more. 

Ter .  I  do  remember ; 

But  have  no  language  left. 

Tit .  Yet  we  lhall  meet. 

In  fpight  of  fighs  we  lhall,  at  leaf!  in  Heaven.* 

Oh,  Teramintii ,  once  more  to  my  heart, 

Once  to  my  lips,  and  ever  to  my  Souk 
Thus  the  fort  Mother^  tho  her  Babe  is  dead. 

Will  have  the  Darling  on  her  bofom  lay’d, 

Will  talk*  and  rave,  and  with  the  Nurfes  drive,. 
And  fond  it  Hill,  as  if  it  were  alive; 

Knows  it  muft  g^,  yet  rtruggles  with  the  Croud, , 
And  Ihrieks  to  fee  ’em  wrap  it  in  the  Shroud., 
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ACT  III.  SCE.I. 


Coital  inus ,  Tiberius ,  VitelliuSy  Aquilius. 

ColT H’  expulfion  of  the  Tar  quins  now  muft  (land  ; 

Their  Camp  to  be  furpris’d,  while  Tar  quin  here 
-®-  Was  fcolded  from  our  Walls  !  I  blufh  to  think 
That  fuch  a  Mailer  in  the  art  of  War 
Should  fo  forget  himfelf. 

Vit.  T riumphant  Brutus , 

Like  Jove  when  follow’d  by  a  Train  of  Gods, 

To  mingle  with  the  Fates  and  Doom  the  World, 

Afeends  the  Brafen  Heps  o’th’  Capitol, 

With  all  the  humming  Senate  at  his  heels  ; 

Ev’n  in  that  Capitol  which  the  King  built 
With  the  expence  of  all  the  Royal  Treafure  : 

Ingrateful  Brutus  there  in  pomp  appears, 

And  fits  the  Purple  Judge  of  Tarquin' s  downfal. 

A  quit. But  why,  my  Lord,  wny  are  not  you  there  too  ? 
Were  you  net  chofen  Conful  by  whole  Rome  ? 

Why  are  you  not  Saluted  too  like  him  ? 

V  here  are  your  Li&ors  ?  where  your  Rods  and  Axes  ? 

Or  are  you  but  the  Ape,  the  Mimic  God 
Of  this  new  Thunderer,,  who  appropriates  ^ 

Thofe  Bolts  of  Powerwhich  ought  to  be  divided  ? 

Tib.  Now,  by  the  Gods,  I  hate  his  upftart  pride. 

His  Rebel  thoughts  of  the  Imperial  Race 
His  abject  Soul  that  (loops  to  Court  the  Vulgar, 

His  fcorn  of  Princes*  and  his  lull  to  th’  People, 

O,  Colhtine,  have  you  not  eyes  to  find  him  ? 

Why  are  you  rais’d,  but  to  fetoff  his  honors  ? 

A  Taper  by  theSun,,whofe  fickly  Beams 
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Are  fwaliow’d  in  the  blaze  of  his  full  Glory ; 

He,  like  a.  Meteor,  wades  th’Abyfs  of  light, 

While  your  faint  lufter  adds  but  to  the  beard 

That  aws  the  World.  When  late  through  Rome  he  pafskl 

Fixt  on  his  Courfer,  mark’d  you  how  he  bow’d 

On  this,  on  that  fide,  to  the  gazing  heads 

That  pav’d  the  Streets  and  all  imbofs’d  the  Windows, 

That  gap’d  with  eagernefs  to  fpeak,  but  could  nor. 

So  fall  their  Spirits  flow’d  to  admiration. 

And  that  to  joy  5  which  thus  at  laft  broke  forth : 

Brutus ,  God  Brutus,  Father  of  thy  Country  I 
Hail  Genius,  hail !  Deliverer  of  loft  Rome ! 

Shield  of  the  Common  wealth,  and  Sword  of  Juftice  I 
Mail,  fcour.ge  of  Tyrants,  lalh  for  Lawlefs  Kings ! 

All  hail  they  cry’d  ,  while  the  long  Peal  of  Praife$ 

Tormented  with  a  thoufand  Ecchoing  cryes 
Ran  like  the  Volly  of  the  Gods  along. 

Col.  No  more  on’t ;  I  grow Tick  with  the  remembrance. 

Tib.  But  when  you  follow’d,  how  did  their  bellying  Bodies 
That  ventur’d  from  the  Cafements  more  than  half, 

To  look  at  Brutus ,  nay,  that  ftuck  like  Snails 
"Upon  the  Walls,  and  from  the  Houfes  tops 
Hung  down  like  cluftring  Bees  upon  each  other ; 

How  did  they  all  draw  back  at  fight  of  you 
To  laze,  and  loll,  and  yawn,  and  reft  from  rapture  I 
Are  you  a  man  ?  have  you  the  blood  of  Kings, 

And  fuffer  this  ? 

Col.  Ha !  is  he  not  his  Father  ? 

Tib.  I  grant  he  is. 

Confider  this,  and  rouz  your  felf  at  home  t 
Commend  my  fire,  and  rail  at  your  own  flacknefs. 

Yet  more ;  remember  but  your  laft  difgrace. 

When  you  propos’d,  with  reverence  to  the  Gods, 

A  King  of  Sacrifices  ftiould  be  chofen, 

And  from  the  Confuls ;  did  he  not  oppofe  you  ? 

Fearing,  as  well  he  might,  your  fureeledfion , 

Saying,  It  fmelt  too  much  of  Royalty ; 

And  that  it  might  rub  up  the  memory 
Of  thofe  that  lov’d  the  Tyrant  ?  Nay,  yet  more  ; 

That  if  the  people  chofe  you  for  the  Place, 
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The  name  of  King  would  light  upon  a  Tarquin : 

Of  one  that’s  doubly  Royal,  being  defcended 
From  two  great  Princes  that  were  Kings  of  Rome  ? 

Cot,  But,  after  all  this,  whether  would’ft  thou  drive  ? 
Tib.  I  would  to  Jufticc  ;  for  the  Reftauratiori 
Of  our  mod  Lawlul  Prince :  Y  es,  Co  U at  me  t 
I  look  upon  my  Father  as  a  Traytor ; 

I  find,  that  neither  you,  nor  brave  Aquilius , 

Nor  young  Vitellius ,  dare  confide  in  me : 

But  that  you  may,  and  firmly,  to  the  hazard 
Of  all  the  World  holds  precious ;  once  again 
I  fay,  I  look  on  Brutus  as  a  T  ray  tor,. 

No  more  my  Father,  by  th’immortal  Cods. 

And  to  redeem  the  time,  to  fix  the  King 
On  his  Imperial  Throne,  fome  means  propos’d 
That  favor  of  a  govern’d  Policy, 

Where  there  is  ftrength  and  life  to  hope  a  Fortune,. 

Not  to  throw  all  upon  one  defperate  chance ; 

I’ll  on  as  far  as  he  that  laughs  at  dying. 

Col,  Come  to  my  armes  :  O  thou  fo  truly  bravo 
Thou  may ’ft  redeem  the  errors  of  thy  race ! 

Aquilius y  and  Vitellius ,  O  embrace  him. 

And  ask  his  pardon,  that  folong  we  fear’d 
To  truft  fo  rich  a  Virtue.  But  behold, 

Enter  Brutus  <2  W  Valerius. 

Brutus  appears :  Youngman,  be  fatisfy’d, 

I  found  thy  Politic  Father  to  the  bottom, 

Plotting  the  affumption  of  Valerius , 

He  means  to  call  me  from  the  Confullhip : 

But  now,  I  heard  how  lie  Cajol’d  the  People 
With  his  known  induftry,  and  my  remiflhefs, 

That  ftill  in  all  our  Votes,  Profcriptions,  Edi<fts8 
Againft  the  King,  he  found  I  adted  faintly, 

Still  doling  every  Sentence,  He’s  a  Tarquin, 

Bru.  No,  my  Valerius ,  till  thou  art  my  mate, 
joynt  matter  in  this  great  Authority, 

However  calm  the  face  of  things  appear, 

Rome  is  not  fafe :  by  the  Majeftic  Gods, 

I  fwear,  while  Collatine  fits  at  the  helm, 


'^  2  Lucius  Junius  Brutus ; 

AUniverfal  wrack  is  to  be  fear’d 
I  have  intelligence  of  his  Tranfadtions, 

He  mingles  with  the  young  hot  blood  of  Rome, 

Gnaws  himfelf  inward,  grudges  my  applaufe. 
Promotes  Cabals  with  higheft  Quality, 

Such  headlong  youth  as,  fpurning  Laws  and  manners, 
Shar’d  in  the  late  Debaucheries  of  Sextus, 

And  therefore  wiflithe  Tyrant  here  again  :  ‘ 

As  the  inverted  Seafons  Ihock  wife  men, 

And  the  molt  fixt  Philofophy  mult  ftart 
Atfultry  Winters,  and  at  frolty  Summers ; 

So  at  this  molt  unnatural  Itilnefs  here. 

This  more  than  midnight  filente  through  all  Rome, 
This  deadnefs  of  difcourfe,  and  dreadful  Calm 
Upon  fo  great  a  change,  I  more  admire 
Than  if  a  hundred  Politic  heads  were  met, 

And  nodded  Mutiny  to  one  another  ; 

More  fear,  than  if  a  thoufand  lying  Libels 
Were  fpread  abroad,  nay,  dropt  among  the  Senate. 

Val.  I  have  my  felf  employ'd  a  bufy  Slave, 

His  name  Vinditiuss,  given  him  Wealth  and  Freedom, 
To  watch  the  Motions  of  Vi  tell  ins, 

And  thofe  of  the  Aquihan  Family  : 

Vitellius  has  already  entertain’d  him  ; 

And  fomething  thence  important  may  be  gather’d. 

For  thefe  of  all  the  youth  of  Quality 
Are  molt  inclin’d  to  Tar  quin  and  his  Race, 

By  Blood  and  Humor. 

Brut.  O,  Valerius! 

That  Boy,  obferv’H  thou?  O,  I  fear,  my  Friend, 

He  is  a  Weed,  but  rooted  in  my  heart. 

And  grafted  to  my  Stock  ;  if ‘he  prove  rank. 

By  Mars ,  no  more  but  thus,  away  with  him  : 

I’ll  tear  him  from  me,  though  the  blood  Ihouid  follow. 
Tiberius. 

Tib.  My  Lord? 

Brut.  Sirrah,  no  more  of  that  Vitellius  ; 

I  warn’d  you  too  of  young  Aquilius  : 

Are  my  words  wind,  that  thus  you  let 'em  pafs  ? 

Haft  thou  forgot  thy  Father? 
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Tib.  No,  my  Lord. 

Brut.  Thou  ly ’ft.  But  tho  thou  fcape  a  Fathers  Rod, 

The  Conful’s  Ax  may  reach  thee :  think  on  that. 

I  know  thy  Vanity,  and  blind  Ambition  ; 

Thou  doft  affociate  with  my  Enemies : 

When  I  refus’d  the  Conful  Col 'at me 
To  be  the  King  of  Sacrifices;  ftrait, 

As  if  thou  had’ft  been  fworn  his  bofom  Fool, 

He  nam’d  thee  for  the  Office :  And  fince  that, 

Since  I  refus’d  thy  madnefs  that  preferment, 

Becaufe  I  would  have  none  of  Brutus  Blood 
Pretend  to  be  a  King ;  thou  hang’ft  thy  head, 

Contriv’ft  to  give  thy  Father  new  difpleafure, 

As  if  Imperial  Toyi  were  not  enough 
To  break  my  heart  without  thy  difobedience. 

But  by  the  Majefty  of  Rome  I  fwear. 

If  after  double  warning  thou  defpifeme. 

By  all  the  Gods,  I’ll  call  thee  from  my  blood, 

Doom  thee  to  Forks  and  Whips  as  a  Barbarian , 

And  leave  thee  to  the  lafhesof  the  Li&or. 

Tarquinius  Collatimis ,  you  arefummon’d 
To  meet  the  Senate  on  the  inftant  time. 

Coll.  Lead  on  :  my  duty  is  to  follow  Brutus.  Brut; 

Tib.  Now, by  thofe  Gods  with  which  he  menac’d  me,  Va!.1 

I  Here  put  off  all  nature  ;  fince  he  turns  me 
Thus  defperate  to  the  World ,  I  do  renounce  him  t 
And  when  we  meet  again  he  is  my  Fo. 

All  Blood,  all  Reverence,  Fondnefs  be  forgot : 

Like  a  grown  Savage  on  the  Common  wild. 

That  runs  at  all,  and  cares  not  who  begot  him, 

I’ll  meet  my  Lion  Sire,  and  roar  defiance. 

As  if  he  ne’re  had  nurs’d  me  in  his  Den. 

Enter  Vinditius,  with  the  ‘People,  and 
two  Fecialian  Briefs ,  CrowiCnd 
with  Laurel :  two  Spears  in  their 
hands  5  one  blody  and  half  burnt . 

Vin.  Make  Way  there,  hey,  news  from  the  Tyrant,  here 
come  Envoys  ,  Heralds,  ArnbalTadors  ;  whether  in  the  Gods 


^  4  Lucius  Junius  Brutus ; 

name  or  in  the  Divels  I  know  not;  but  here  they  come,  your 
FecialianVmhs  :  well,  good  People,  I  like  not  thefe  Priefts ; 
why,  what  the  Devil  have  they  to  do  -with  State-affairs  ?  what 
fide  foever  they  are  for,  they ’1  have  Heaven  for  their  part,  I'll 
warrant  you:  they’l  lug  the  Gods  in  whether  they  will  or  no, 

1.  Tn,  Hear*  Jupiter ;  and  thou,  O  Junoy  hear; 

Hear,  O  Qjiirinus ;  hear  us  all  you  Gods 

Celehiai,  Tereftrial,  and  Infernal* 

2.  Tri.  Be  thou,  O  Rome,  our  Judge  :  hear  all  you  People, 
Vinh  Fine  Canting  Rogues !  I  told  you  how  they’d  be  hook- 

ingtheGodsin  at  firft  daih :  why3  the  Gods  are  their  Tools 
and  Tackle;  they  work  with  Heaven  and  Hell;  and  let  me 
tell  you,  as  things  go,  your  Priefts  have  a  hopeful  Trade 
on9t. 

1. Tn\  I  come  Ambaflador  to  thee,  O  Rome , 

Sacred  and  Juft,  the  Legate  of  the  King. 

2.  Tri.  If  we  demand,  or  purpofe  to  require 
A  Stone  from  Rome  that’s  contrary  to  Juftice, 

May  we  be  ever  banifla’d  from  our  Country, 

And  never  hope  to  tafte  this  vital  Air. 

Tib .  Vmditius ,  lead  the  Multitude  away  s 
Aqtiilius ,  with  Vitellius  and  my  felf, 

Will  ftrait  conduct ’em  to  the  Capitol. 

Viiu  I  go,  my  Lord ;  but  have  a  care  of  ’em  :  fly  Rogues 
i  warrant  'em.  Mark  that  firft  Prieft;  do  you  fee  how  he 
leers?  a  lying  Elder  ;  the  true  caft  of  a  holy  Jugler*  Come 
my  Matters,  I  would  think  well  of  a  Prieft,  but  that  he  has  a 
Commiftion  to  ddlemble :  a  Pattent  hypocrite,  that  takes  pay 
to  forge;  lyes  by  Law*  and  lives  by  the  Sins  of  the  People, 

[  Exeunt  with  People ? 

Aqu.  My  life  upon^r,  you  may  fpeak  out,  and  freely ; 
Tiberius  is  the  heart  of  our  defign. 

i .  Tri  The  Gods  be  prais’d.  Thus  then:  the  King  commends 
>  Your  generous  Refclves^  longs  to  be  with  you, 

And  thole  you  have  ingag’d,  Divideshis  heart 

Amongftyou ;  which  more  clearly  will  be  feen 

When  you  have  read  thefe  Packets :  as  we  go* 

ril  fpread  the  bofom  of  the  King  before  you.  Exeunt , 
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SCENE  II. 


The  Senate. 


Brut .  ~V'\Atricians ,  that  long  flood,  and  fcap’d  the  Tyrant, 
|  The  venerable  moulds  of  your  Forefathers, 

That  reprefent  the  wifdom  of  the  Dead ; 

And  you  the  Confcript  chofen  for  the  People, 

Engines  of  Power,  levereft  Counfellors, 

Courts  that  examine  Treafons  to  the  Head : 

All  hail.  The  Conful  begs  th’  aufpicious  Gods, 

And  binds  Qtttrinus  by  his  Tutelar  Vow, 

That  Plenty,  Peace,  and  lafting  Liberty 
May  be  your  portion,  and  the  Lot  of  Rome. 

Laws,  Rules,  and  Bounds,  preferib’d  for  raging  Kings, 

Like  Banks  and  Bulwarks  for  the  Mother  Seas, 

Tho’tis  impoflible  they  lhould  prevent 
A  thoufa  nd  day  ly  wracks  and  nightly  ruins. 

Yet  help  to  break  thofe  rowling  inundations 
Which  elfe  would  overflow  and  drown  the  World, 
larquin ,  to  feed  whofe  fathomlefs  ambition 
Ana  Ocean  Luxury,  the  nobleft  veins 
Of  all  true  Romans  were  like  Rivers  empty’d. 

Is  cut  from  Rome ,  and  now  he  flows  full  on  ; 

Yet,  Fathers,  ought  we  much  to  fear  his  ebb, 

And  ftri<flly  watch  the  Dams  that  we  have  rais’d. 

Why  lhould  I  go  about  ?  the  Roman  People 
All,  with  one  voice,  accufe  my  fellow  Conful. 

Coll.  The  People  may;I  hope  the  Nobles  will  not. 

The  People  !  Brutus  does  indulge  the  People. 

Bru.  Conful,  in  what  is  right,  I  will  indulge ’em  :* 

And  much  I  think  ’tis  better  fo  to  do. 

Than  fee  ’em  run  in  Tumults  through  the  Streets, 

Forming  Cabals,  Plotting  againft  the  Senate, 


Lucius  Junius  Brutus’; 


Shutting  their  Shops  and  flying  from  the  Town, 

As  if  the  Gods  had  fent  the  Plague  among  ’em. 

I  know  too  well,  you  and  your  Royal  Tribe 
Scorn  the  good  Feople,  fcorn  the  late  Election, 

Becaufe  we  chofe  thefe  Fathers  for  the  People 
To  fill  the  place  of  thofe  whom  Tarqmn  murder'd  : 

And,  tho  you  laugh  at  this,  you  and  your  Train, 

The  irreligious  harebrain’d  )  outh  ol  Rome, 

The  Ignorant,  the  Slothful,  and  the  Bafe  • 

Yet  wife  men  know,  Tis  very  rarely  feen,. 

That  a  free  people  lliould  delire  the  hurt 
Of  Common  Liberty.  No,  Cqllatine , 

For  thofe  defires  arTe  from  their  oppretiion, 

Or  from  fufpicion  they  are  falling  to  it ; 

But  put  the  cafe  that  thofe  their  tears  were  fa  lie. 

Ways  may  be  found  to  re&ify  their  Errors  ; 

For  grant  the  People  ignorant  of  themfelves, 

Yet  they  are  capable  of  being  told, 

And  will  conceive  a  truth  from  worthy  men  : 

From  you  they  will  not,  nor  from  your  adherents^ 

Rome's  Infamous  and  Execrable  Youth, 

Foes  to  Religion  and  the  Commonwealth* 

To  Virtue,  Learning,  and  all  fober  Arts 
That  bring  renown  and  profit  to  Mankind* 

Such  as  had  rather  bleed  beneath  a  Tyrant 
To  become  dreadful  to  the  Populace, 

To  fpread  their  Lulls  and  Diffol utne fs  round, 

Tho  at  the  daily  hazard  of  their  lives ; 

Than  live  at  peace  ina  Free  Government* 

Where  every  man  is  Mailer  of  his  own, 

Sole  Lord  at  home,  and  Monarch  of  his  Houfe* 

Where  Rancor  and  Ambition  are  extinguifh’d,. 

Where  llniverfal  peace  extends  her  wings, 

As  if  the  Golden  Age  return’d,  where  all 
The  People  do  agree,  and  live  fecure* 

The  Nobles  and  the  Princes  lov'd  and  Reverenc’d, 

The  World  in  Triumph,  and  the  Gods  Ador’d. 

Coll.  The  Conful,  Confcript  Fathers,  faies  the  People, 
For  divers  Reafons,  grudge  the  Dignity,. 

Which  I  poffefs’d  by  general  approbation, 
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Father  of  his  Country:  3.7 

I  hear  their  murmurs,  an  would  know  of  Brutus 
What  they  would  have  m;:  da,  what’s  their  defire. 

Bni.  Take  hence  the  (loyal  name,  refignthy  Office  y 
Go  as  a  Friend,  and  of  thy  own  accord. 

Left  thou  be  forc’d  to  what  may  feem  thy  will : 

The  City  renders  thee  wlm  isthy  own 
With  vaft  increafe,  fo  thou  rtfolve  to  go ; 

For  till  the  name,  the  Race  and  Family 
Of  Tarquin  Be  remov’d,  Rome  is  not  free. 

Coll.  Brutus ,  I  vield  my  Office  to  Valerius , 

Hoping,  when  Rome  has  try’d  my  faith  by  Exile, 

She  will  recal  me  :  Satlie  Gods  preferve  you.  [_Exit, 

Bru.  Welcome  Rublicola,  true  Son  of  Rome ; 

On  fuch  a  Pilot  in  the  rougheft  Storm 
She  may  fecurely  fleep  and  reft  her  cares. 

[EwfcrTiberius,  Aquilius,  Vitellius,  and tbeRrieJts. 
1.  Rri,  Hear  Jupiter,  Qmrinus,  all  you  Gods, 

Thou  Father,  Judge  commiffion’d  for  the  Mcffage 
Rater  Ratratusi or  the  Embaffy, 

And  SacredOaths  which  I  muft  fwearfor  truth, 

Doft  thou  Commifiion  me  to  feal  the  Peace, 

If  peace  they  choofe  ;  or  hurl  this  bloody  Spear 
Half  burnt  in  fire,  if  they  inforce  a  War  ? 

r.Pri,  Speak  to  the  Senate,  and  the  Alban  People 
The  Words  of  Tar quin :  this  is  your  Commifiion  . 

1  .Rri.  The  King,  to fhow  he  has  more  moderation 
Than  thofe  that  drove  him  from  his  lawful  Empire, 

Demands  but  reftitution  of  his  own, 

His  Royal  Houfliold-ftuff.  Imperial  Treafure, 

His  Gold,  his  Jewels,  and  his  proper  State 
To  be  tranfported  where  he  now  refides ; 

I  fwear  that  this  is  all  the  King  requires  j  ->  ; 

Behold  his  Signet  fet  upon  the  wax. 

’Tis  Scal’d  and  written  in  thefe  Sacred  Tables. 

To  this  I  fwear  ;  and  as  my  Oath  is  Juft, 

Sincere  and  punctual,  without  all  deceit. 

May  Jupiter  and  all  the  Gods  reward  me  : 

But  if  I  a  (ft,  or  otherwife  imagine, 

Think,  ordefign,  than  what  I  hear  have  fworn. 
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All  you  the  Alban  People  being  fafe. 

Safe  in  your  Country,  Temples,  Sepulchers, 

Safe  in  your  Laws,  andproper  Houfhold  Gods ; 

Let  me  alone  be  ftrook,  fall,  periih,  dye. 

As  now  this  Stone  falls  from  my  hand  toEarth. 

Bru.  The  things  you  ask  being  very  controverfial. 

Require  feme  time.  Should  we  deny  the  Tyrant 
What  was  his  own/twould  feem  a  ftrange  injuftice ; 

Thohe  had  never  Reign’d  in  Rome ;  yet, Fathers, 

If  we  confent  to  yield  to  his  demand. 

We  give  him  then  full  power  to  make  a  War. 

’Tis  known  to  you,  the  Fecialian  Priefts, 

No  Adi  of  Senate  after  Sun-fet  (lands ; 

Therefore  your  offers  being  of  great  moment, 

We  (hall  defer  your  bus’nefs  till  the  morn  : 

With  whofe  firft  dawn  we  fummon  all  the  Fathers, 

Togiveth’  affair  difpatch.  So  Jove  protect, 

Guard,  and  Defend  the  Commonwealth  of  Rome.  [Exeunt. 

[Manent  Tiberius,  Aquilius,  Vitellius,Pr/fj?j. 
Tib*  Now  to  the  Garden,  where  I’ll  bring  my  Brother : 

Fear  not,  my  Lord ;  we  have  the  means  to  work  him ; 

It  cannot  fail. 

i  ,5V*.  And  you,  Vitellius,  haft 
With  good  Aquilius ,  fpread  the  news  through  Rome, 

To  all  of  Royal  Spirit ;  moft  to  thofe 

Young  Noble  men  that  us’d  to  range  with  Sextus ! 

Perfwade  a  reftitution  of  the  King, 

Give  ’em  the  hint  to  let  him  in  by  night. 

And  joyn  their  Forces  with  thTmperialTroops, 

For  ’tis  a  lhove  a  pufh  of  Fate  muft  bear  it. 

For  you,  the  Hearts  and  Souls  of  enterprife, 

I  need  not  urge  a  reafon  after  this : 

What  good  can  come  of  fuch  a  Government 
Where  tho  two  Confuls,  wife  and  able  perfons, 

As  are  throughout  the  World,  fit  atthehelm* 

A  very  trifle  cannot  be  refolv’d ; 

A  T rick,  a  Start,  a  Shaddow  of  a  bufinefs, 

That  would  receive  difpatch  in  half  a  minute 
Were  the  Authority  but  rightly  plac’d. 

In  Rome’ s  moft  lawful  King  ?  But  now  no  mere ; 
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The  Fecialian  Garden  is  the  place. 

Where  more  of  our  fworn  Fun&ion  will  be  ready 
To  help  the  Royal  Plot :  difperfe,  and  profper. 


idworr't  'ill 


SCENE  Ilf. 

The  Fecialian  Garden. 


Titus  folus. 

Tit. QHe’s  gone  ;  and  I  lliall  never  fee  her  more : 

5  Gone  to  the  Camp,  totheharlh  trade  of  War, 
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Driven  from  thy  bed,  juft  warm  within  thy  breft, , 
Torn  from  her  harbor  by  thy  Father’s  hand. 

Perhaps  to  ftarve  upon  the  barren  plain, 

Thy  Virgin  Wife,  the  very  blufh  of  Maids, 

The  fofteft  bofom  fweet,  and  not  enjoy’d  : 

O  the  Immortal  Gods  /  and  as  flie  went, 

How  er’e  lhe  feem’d  to  bear  our  parting  well, 
Methought  (he  mixt  her  melting  with  difdain, 

Acaftof  anger  through  her  Shining  tears  : 

So  to  abufe  her  hopes,  and  blaft  her  wilhes, 

By  making  her  my  Bride,  but  not  a  Woman  / 


C Enter  Tiberius,  Aquilius,  Vitellius; 
and  ‘Pnefts,  with  Teraminta. 


Tib,  See  where  he  ftands,  drown’d  in  his  Melancholy, 
i.  Tri.  Madam,  you  know  the  plea  fure  of  the  Queen: 

And  what  the  Royal  Tullia  did  command 
I’ve  fworn  to  execute. 

Ter.  I  am  inftrudfed. 

Since  then  my  life’s  at  flake,  you  need  not  doubt 
But  I  will  atft  with  all  the  Force  I  can : 

Let  me  intreat  you  leave  me  here  alone  (  Vitel;  Tri 

Some  minutes,and  I’ll  call  you  to  the  conqueft.  [£#.  Tib.  Aq 


4©  Lucius  Junius  Brutus ; 

'tit.  Choofe  then  the  gloomy’ft  place  through  all  the  Grove , 
Throw  thy  aband0n’d4x>dy  on  the  ground. 

With  thy  bare  breft  lye  wedded  to  the  Dew  ; 

Then,  as  thou  drink’ft  the  tears  that  trickle  from  thee  : 

So  ftrtech’d  refol ve  to  lye  tilf  death  fhall*  feize  thee  : 

Thy  forrowful  head  hung  ore  feme  tumbling  Stream, 

To  rock  thy  griefs  with  melancholy  founds, 

With  broken  murmers  and  redoubled  groans, 

To  help  the  gurgling  of  the  waters  fall, 

Ter.  Oh3  Titus,  Oh,  what  Scene  of  Death  is  this  /  afidt. 
Tit.  Or  if  thy  Paflion  will  not  be  kept  in, 

As  in  that  glafs  ofnature  thou  lhalt  view 
Thy  fwoln  drown’d  eyes  with  the  inverted  banks, 

The  tops  of  Willows  and  their  blolfoms  turn’d, 

With  all  the  under  Sky  ten  fathom  down, 

Wilh  that  the  fhaddow  of  the  fwimming  Globe 
Were  fo  indeed,  that  thou  migh’ft  leap  at  Fate, 

And  hurl  thy  Fortune  headlong  at  the  Stars : 

Nay,  do  not  bear  it,  turn  thy  watryface 
To  yond’  mifguided  Orb,  and  ask  the  Gods 
F or  what  bold  Sin  they  doom  the  wretched  Titus 
To  fuch  a  lofs  as  that  of  Teraminta  ? 

O  Teraminta  !  I  will  groan  thy  name 
Till  the  tir’d  Eccho  faint  with  repetition, 

Till  all  thebreathlefs  Grove  and  quiet  Myrtles 
Shake  with  my  fighs,  as  if  a  Tempeft  bow’d  ’em. 

Nothing  but  teraminta  :  O  Teraminta ! 

ter.  Nothing  but  Titus  :  Titus  and  Teraminta! 

Thus  let  me  rob  the  Fountains  and  the  Groves, 

Thus  gird  me  to  thee  with  the  fafteft  knot 
Of  arms  and  Spirits  that  would  clafp  thee  through  ; 

Cold  as  thou  art,  and  wet  with  nignt’s  fain  dews, 

Yet  dearer  fo,  thus  richly  drefs’d  with  forrows, 

Than  if  the  Gods  had  hung  thee  round  with  Kingdoms. 

Oh,  Titus ,  O! 

Tit.  I  find  thee  Teraminta , 

Wak’d  from  a  fearful  Dream3  and  hold  thee  faft  : 

’Tis  real,  and  I  give  thee  back  thy  joys3 

Thy  boundlefs  Love  with  pleafures  running  o’re  ; 

Nay,  as  thou  art,  thus  with  thy  trappings,  come, 
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I.cap  to  my  heart,  and  ride  upon  the  pants. 
Triumphing  thus,  and  now  defie  our  Stars. 

But,  oh,  why  do  welofethis  precious  moment ! 
The  blifs  may  yet  be  bar’d  if  we  delay, 

As  ’twas  before.  Come  to  thy  Husband’s  bed ; 

1  will  not  think  tills  true  till  there  I  hold  thee. 
Lock’d  in  my  Arms.  Leave  this  Contagious  Air ; 
There  will  be  time  for  talk  how  thou  cam’ll  hither 
When  we  have  been  before  hand  with  the  Gods : 
Till  then - 

Ter.  Oh,  Titus,  you  mull  hear  me  firll. 

I  bring  a  Mellage  from  the  Furious  Queen  ; 

I  promifed  nay,  lhe  Swore  me  not  to  touch  you. 
Till  I  had  Charm’d  you  to  the  part  of  Tar  quin. 

Tit.  Ha,  Teraminta  !  not  to  touch  thy  Husband, 
Unlefs  he  prove  a  Villain  i 
Ter.  Titus,  no ; 

I’m  Sworn  to  tell  you  that  you  are  a  Tray  tor. 

If  you  refufe  to  Fight  the  Royal  Caufe. 

Tit.  Hold,  Teraminta. 

Ter.  No, my  Lord;  ’tis plain, 

And  I  am  fworn  to  lay  my  Reafons  home. 

Rouze  then,  awake,  recal  your  Beeping  Virtue • 
Side  with  the  King,  and  Arm  againlt  your  Father, 
Take  part  with  thofe  that  Loyally  have  Sworn 
To  let  him  in  by  Night :  Vitellius, 

Aquilius,  and  your  Brother  wait  without  ; 
Therefore  I  charge  you  hall,  fubfcribe  your  name. 
And  fend  your  vow’d  obedience  to  the  King  .• 

’Tis  Teraminta  that  intreats  you  thus. 

Charms,  and  Conjures  you ;  tell  the  Royal  Heralds 
You’l  head  their  Enterprife;  and  then,  my  Lord, 
My  Love,  my  noble  Husband,  I’ll  obey  you. 

And  follow  to  your  bed. 

Tit.  Never  I  fwear. 

O,  Teraminta,  thou  hall  broke  my  heart : 

By  all  the  Gods,  from  thee  this  was  too  much. 
Farewel,  and  take  this  with  thee.  For  thy  fake, 

I  will  not  Fight  againll  the  King,  nor  for  him  ; 

G 


42  Lucius  Junius  Brutus ; 

I’ll  fly  my  Father,  Brother,  Friends  for  ever, 

Forfake  the  haunts  of  Men;  converfe  no  more 
With  ought  that’s  Human ;  dwell  with  endlefs  darknefs 
For,  Since  the  fight  of  thee  is  now  unwelcome. 

What  has  the  World  befides  that  I  can  bear? 

Ter .  Come  back,  my  Lord.  By  thofe  immortal  Pow* 
You  now  invok’d,  I’ll  fix  you  in  this  virtue. 

Your  Teramtnta  did  but  try  how  ftrong 
Your  Honour  flood  :  and  now  fhe  finds  it  lading, 

Will  dve  to  root  you  in  this  folid  Glory. 

Yes,  Titus ,  tho  the  Qgeen  has  Sworn  to  end  me, 

Tho  both  the  Fecialians  have  Commtffion 
To  flab  me  in  your  prefence,  if  not  wrought 
To  ferve  the  King ;  yet  by  the  Gods  I  charge  you 
Keep  to  the  point  your  conftancy  has  gain’d. 

Tar  quin,  altho  my  Father,  is  a  Tyrant, 

A  bloody  black  Ufurper ;  fo  I  beg  you 
Ev’n  in  my  death  to  view  him. 

Tit .  Oh  you  Gods ! 

Ter.  Yet  guilty  as  he  is,  if  you  behold  him 
Hereafter  with  his  Wounds  upon  the  Earth, 

Titus,  for  my  fake,  for  poor  Teramtnta, 

Who  rather  dy’d  than  you  fhould  lofe  your  Honor, 

Do  not  you  flrike  him,  do  not  dip  your  Sword 
In  Tarquiris  blood,  becaufe  he  was  my  Father. 

Tit .  No,  Teraminta ,  no  :  by  all  the  Gods, 

I  will  defend  him,  ev’n  again  it  my  Father. 

See,  fee,  my  Love  ;  behold  the  Flight  I  take  : 

What  all  the  Charms  of  thy  expected  bed 
Could  not  once  move  my  Soul  to  think  of  Acting , 

Thy  tears  and  menac’d  death,  by  which  thou  flriv’fl 
To  fix  me  to  the  Principles  of  Glory, 

Have  wrought  me  off  Yes,  yes,  you  cruel  Gods, 

Let  the  eternal  Bolts  that  bind  this  Frame 
Start  from  their  Order  :  fince  you  pufli  me  thus 
Ev’n  to  the  Margin  of  this  wide  defpair. 

Behold  I  plunge  at  once  in  this  difhonor. 

Where  there  is  neither  Shore,  nor  hope  of  Haven, 

No  Floating  mark  through  all  the  difmal  Vaftj 
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’Tis  Rocklefs  too,  no  Cliff  to  clamber  up 
To  gaze  about  and  paufe  upon  the  ruin. 

Ter.  Is  then  your  purpos’d  Honor  come  to  this? 

What  now,  my  Lord  ? 

Tit ,  Thy  death,  thy  death,  my  Love  : 

I’ll  think  on  that,  and  laugh  at  all  the  Gods. 

Glory,  Blood,  Nature,  tyes  of  Reverence, 

The  dues  of  Birth,  refpett  of  Parents,  all, 

All  are  as  this,  the  Air  I  drive  before  me. 

What  ho !  Vitellius ,  and  Aquilius,  come. 

And  you  the  Fecialian  Heralds,  haft 
I’m  ready  for  the  leap,  1*11  take  it  with  you 
Tho  deep  as  to  the  Fiends. 

Ter.  Thus  hear  me,  Titus. 

Tit.  Off  from  my  knees,  away. 

What  on  this  Theam,  thy  death  ?  nay,  ftab’d  before  me ! 

[Enter  Priejls ,  with  Tiberius,  Aquilius,  Vitellius. 
Speak  not ;  I  will  not  know  thee  on  this  Subject, 

But  pufli  thee  from  my  heart,  with  all  perfuafions 
That  now  are  loft  upon  me.  O,  Tiler ius , 

Aquilius ,  and  Vitellius ,  welcome,  welcome ; 
riljoyn  you  in  the  Conjuration,  come: 

I  am  as  free  as  he  that  dares  be  formoft. 

Ter.  My  Lord,  my  Husband. 

Tit.  Take  this  woman  from  me. 

Nay  look  you,  Sirs,  I  am  not  yet  fo  gon. 

So  headlong  neither  in  this  damn’d  Defign 
To  quench  this  Horrid  thirft  with  Brutus  blood  -• 

No,  by  th’  eternal  Gods,  I  bar  you  that ; 

My  Father  fhall  not  bleed. 

Tib.  You  could  not  think 
Your  Brother  fure  fo  Monftrous  in  his  kind. 

As  not  to  make  our  Father’s  life  his  care. 

Tit .  Thus  then,  my  Lords,  I  Lift  my  felf  among  you, 

And  with  my  Style  in  fhort  Subfcribe  my  felf 
The  Servant  to  the  King  ;  my  words  are  thefe. 

Titus  to  the  King, 

Sir,  you  need  only  know  my  Brother’s  mind 
To  judge  of  me,  who  am  refolv’d  to  ferve  you, 
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i  Pri.  ’Tis  full  enough. 

Tit.  Then  leave  me  to  the  hire  F  Exeunt.  Tib.  Aquil. 

Of  this  hard  labor,  to  the  dear  bought  prize,  tVitell.  and  Priells. 
Whofelife  I  purchas’d  with  my  lofs  of  Honor  : 

Come  to  my  brefts,  thou  Tempell-beatcn  flower, 

Brim- full  of  Rain,  and  flick  upon  my  heart. 

O  lliort  liv’d  Rofe !  yet  I  fome  hours  will  wear  thee : 

Yes,  by  the  Gods,  I’ll  fmdl  thee  till  I  languilh, 

Rifle  thy  fweets,  and  run  the  ore  and  o’re, 

Fall  like  the  Night  upon  thy  folding  beauties. 

And  clasp  thee  dead :  Then,  like  the  Morning  Sun, 

With  a  new  heat  kifs  thee  to  life  again. 

And  make  the  pleafure  equal  to  the  pain. 


ACT.  IV.  SCE.  I. 

Tiberius,  FiteUius* 

Til.  T  TArk,  are  we  not  purfu’d  ? 

Fit.  j  ^  No ;  ’tis  the  tread 
Of  our  own  Friends,  that  follow  in  the  dark 
Tib.  What’s  now  the  time  i 
Fit.  Juft  dead  of  night. 

And  ’tis  the  blackeft  that  ere  mask’d  a  Murder.  -  . 

Tib.  It  likes  me  better ;  for  I  love  the  Seoul, 

The  grimmeft  lowre  of  Fate  on  fuch  a  deed ; 

I  would  have  all  the  Charnel  Houfes  yawn,  j 

The  dufty  Urns,  and  Monumental  Bones 
Remov’d,  to  make  our  Maflacre  a  Tomb. 

Hark/  who  was  that  that  holloa’d  fire  ?  ~v  - 

Fit.  A  Slave, 

That  fnores  i’th’  Hall,  he  bellows  in  his  Sleep, 

And  cries,  The  Capitol’s  o’  fire. 

Til.  I  would  it  were ; 

And  Tarfuin  at  the  Gates  :  twould be  a  blaze. 
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A  Beacon  fit  to  light  a  King  of  Blood, 

That  vows  at  once  the  Slaughter  of  the  World  : 
Down  with  their  Temples,  let  ’em  on  a  Flame  ? 
What  Ihould  they  do  with  Houles  for  the  Gods, 
Fat  Fools,  the  lazy  Magiftrates  of  Rome, 

Wife  Citizens,  the  Politick  heads  o*tlf  People, 
That  Preach  ‘Rebellion  to  the  Multitude  ? 

Why,  let  ’em  off,  and  rowl  into  their  Graves : 

I  long  to  beat  work.  See,  good  Abilins, 
Trebonius  too,  Servilius  and  Mimtius , 


Tomponius  hail:  nay,  now  you  may  unmask, 

Brow  beat  the  Fates,  and  fay  they  are  your  Slaves*. 

Aqu.  What  arc  thole  Bodyes  tor  ? 

Tib.  A  Sacrifice. 

Thefe  were  two  very  bufie  CommonwealthVmen,. 

That,  ere  the  King  was  banilh’d  by  the  Senate, 

Firlt  fet  the  Plot  on  foot  in  publick  Meetings, 

That  would  be  holding  forth  ’Twas  poflible 
That  Kings  themfelves  might  err,  and  were  but  men^ 

The  People  were  not  Beafts  for  Sacrifice ; 

Then  jogg’d  his  Brother ,,  this  cram’d  Statesman  here. 

The  bolder  Rogue,  whom  ev  n  with  open  mouth 
I  heard  once  bealch  Sedition  from  a  Stall : 

Go,  bear  him  to  the  Priefts ;  he  is  a  Vi&im 
That  comesas  wifli’d  for  them,  the  Cooks  of  Heavhi, 

And  they  will  Carve  this  Brawn  of  fat  Rebellion, 

As  if  he  were  a  Difh  the  Gods  might  teed  on. 

Vin.  {From  a  Window.)  Oh,  the  Gods!  Oh  the  Gods!  wrhat 
will  they  do  with  him  ?  O  thele  Priefts  Rogues,  Cutthroats !  A 
difh  for  the  Gods,  but  the  Devils  Cooks  to  urefs  him. 

Tib.  Thus  then.  The  Fecialians  have  letdown 
A  platform,  copy’d  from  the  King’s  defign : 

ThePandane  or  the  Romulide,  the  Roman, 

Carmental  and  Janiculan  Ports  of  Rome , 

TheCirc,theCapltal,and  Sullican  Bridge 
Muft  all  be  feiz’d  by  us  that  are  within ; 

'Twill  not  be  hard  in  the  Surprife  o!  night 
By  us,  the  Confuls  Children  and  tjreir  JVcphews, 

To  kill  the  drowfie  Guards,  and  keep  the  Holds, 
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At  lead  fo  long  till  Tarqjfin  force  his  entrance 
With  all  the  Royalifts  that  come  to  joy n  us  : 

Therefore  to  make  his  broader  Squadrons  way, 

Tar  quintan  is  defign’d  to  be  the  Entry 
Of  his  moil  pompous  and  Refolv’d  Revenge. 

'  Aqu.  The  fir  ft  decreed  in  this  great  Execution 
Is  here  fet  down  your  Father  and  Valerius , 

Til.  That’s  as  the  King  fliall  pleafe  ;  but  for  Valerius , 

111  take  my  felfthe  honor  of  his  Head 
And  wear  it  on  my  Spear.  The  Senate  all 
Without  exception  fliall  be  Sacrific’d : 

And  thofe  that  are  the  mutinous  Heads  o’tli  People 
Whom  I  have  mark’d  to  be  the  Soldier  s  Spoil , 

For  Plunder  muft  be  given,  and  who  fo  fit 

As  thofe  notorious  limbs,  your  Commonwealth’s  men  ? 

Their  Daughters  to  be  Ravifh’d  and  their  Sons 
Quarter’d  like  Brutes  upon  the  Common  Shambles. 

Vit.  Now  for  the  Letters,  which  the  Fecialians 
Require  us  all  to  Sign,  and  fend  to  Tar  quin. 

Who  will  not  elfe  be  apt  to  truft  his  Heralds 
Without  Credentials  under  every  hand ;  * 

The  bus’nefs  being  indeed  of  vaft  import, 

On  which  the  hazard  of  his  Life  and  Empire, 

As  well  as  all  our  Fortunes,  does  depend. 

Tib .  It  were  a  break  to  the  whole  Enterprife 
To  make  a  Scruple  in  our  great  affair ; 

I  will  fign  firft  :  and  for  my  Brother  Titus, 

Whom  his  new  Wife  detains,  I  have  his  hand. 

And  Seal1  to  fliow,  as  faft  and  firm  as  any. 

Vin.  O  Vilhny  !  Villany  !  What  would  they  do  with  me,  if 
they  Ihould  catch  me  peeping  ?  knock  out  my  brains  at  leaft ; 
another  Dilli  for  the  Prieffis,  who  would  make  fine  fauce  of  ’em 
for  the  hanch  of  a  fat  Citizen  1 

Tib.  All  hands  have  here  Subfcrib’d,  and  that  your  hearts 
Prove  Refolute  to  what  your  hands  have  giv’n. 

Behold  the  Mefiengers  of  Heav’n  to  bind  you. 

Charms  of  Religion,  facred  Conjurations, 

VVith  Sounds  of  Execration,  words  of  horror 
•Not  to  difclofe  or  make  leaft  fignsor  fliow. 
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Of  what  you  have  both  heard,  and-feen,  and  fworn, 

But  bear  your  felves  as  if  it  neV  had  been  : 

Swear  by  the  Gods  Celdlial  and  Internal, 

By  Pluto,  Mother  Earth,  and  by  the  Furies, 

Not  to  reveal,  tho  Hacks  were  let  belore  you, 

A  liable  of  what  is  pall  and  done. 

Hark,  how  the  Offer’d  Brutes  begin  to  roar  ! 

O  that  the  hearts  of  all  the  Traitor  Senate, 

And  heads  of  that  foul  Hydra  Multitude, 

Were  frying  with  their  lat  upon  this  Pile, 

That  we  m.ght  make  an  QfF’ring  worth  an  Empire, 

And  Sacrifice  Rebellion  to  the  King. 

The  Scene  draws,  Jhowing  the  Sacrifice ;  One  Burning,  and  a- 
nother  Crucify  d:  the  Priefis  coming  forward  with  Col¬ 
lets  in  their  hands,  fill'd  with  human  Hood. 

i.  Pri.  Kneel  all  you  Heroes  of  this  black  Defign, 
x  Each  take  his  Goblet  fill’d  with  Blood  &  Wine  ; 

Swear  by  the  Thunderer,  fwear  by  Jove, 

Swear  by  the  hundred  Gods  above ; 

Swear  by  Dis,  by  Proferpine, 

Swear  by  the  Berecynthian  Queen. 

z  Pri.  To  keep  it  clofe  till  Tarquin  comes, 

With  Trumpets  found  and  beat  of  Drums:  , 

But  then  to  Thunder  forth  the  Deed, 

That  Rome  may  blufh,  and  Tray  tors  bleed. 

Swear  all. 

All.  We  Swear, 
i  Pri.  Now  drink  the  Blood, 

To  make  the  Conjuration  good. 

Tib.  Methinks  I  feel  the  Slaves  exalted  blood 
Warm  at  my  heart  :  O  that  it  were  the  Spirits 
Of  Rome9 s  belt  life,  drawn  from  her  grizled  Fathers ! . 

That  were  a  draught  indeed  to  quench  Ambition, 

And  give  new  fiercenefs  to  the  King’s  Revenge. 

Vin.  Oh  the  Gods!  what, burn  a  man  alive!  O  Canibals, Hell¬ 
hounds  !  Eat  one  man,  and  drink  another  !  Well,  Til  to  Valeri¬ 
us ;  Brut  its  will  not  believe  me,  becaufehis  Sons  and  Nephews  are  in 
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the  bufinefs.  What>  drink  a  man  s  blood!  Roaft  him,  and  eat 
him  alive!  A  whole  man  roafted  !  would  not  an  Ox  ferve  the 
turn  ?  Priefts  to  do  this  !  Oh  you  immortal  Gods !  For  my  part, 
if  this  be  your  worllup,  I  renounce  you.  No  ;  if  a  man  can’t  go 
to  Heaven,  unlefs  your  Priefts  eat  him,  and  drink  him, -and  roaft 
him  alive ;  I’ll  be  tor  the  broad  Way,  and  the  Devil  fliall  have  me 
at  a  venture.  [Exit. 

Enter  Tkus. 

Tit.  What  hoa,  Tiberius !  give  me  back  my  hand. 

What  have  you  done  ?  Horrors  and  midnight  Murders ! 

The  Gods,  the  Gods  awake  you  to  repentance. 

As  they  have  me.  Would’ft  thou  believe  me  Brother  ? 

Since  I  deliver’d  thee  that  fatal  Scrole, 

That  Writing  to  the  King,  my  heart  rebell’d 
Againfl  it  felt’;  my  thoughts  were  up  in  arms 
All  in  a  roar,  like  Seamen  in  a  Storm, 

My  Reafon  and  my  Faculties  were  wrack’d 
The  Mail,  the  Rudder,  and  the  Tackling  gone-; 

My  Body,  like  the  Hull  of  forne  loft  Veflel, 

Beaten  and  tumbled  with  my  Rowling  fears. 

Therefore  I  charge  thee  give  me  back  my  Writing, 

Tib .  What  means  my  Brother  ? 

Tit .  O  Tiberius ,  O! 

Dark  as  it  feems,  I  tell  thee  that  the  Gods 
Look  through  a  Day  of  Lightning  on  our  City : 

The  Heav’n’s  on  Fire  ;  and  from  the  flaming  Vault 
Portentous  blood  pours  like  a  Torrent  down. 

There  area  hundred  Gods  in  Rome  to  night. 

And  ever  larger  Spirit  is  abroad, 

Monuments  empty ’d,  every  Urn  is  fhaken 
To  fright  the  State,  and  put  the  World  in  Arms : 

Juft  now  I  faW  three  Romans  ftand  amaz’d 
Before  a  Flaming  Sword,  then  dropt  down  dead, 

My  lelf  untouch’d  :  while  through  the  blazing  Air 
A  Fleeting  head,  like  a  full  riding  Moon, 

Glanc’d  by?  and  cry’d,  Titus,  I  am  Egeria; 
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Father  of  his  Country . 

Repent,  repent,  or  certain  deatJi  attends  thee ; 

Treafon  and  Tyranny  lhall  not  prevail  : 

Kingdom  fliall  be  no  more ;  Egeria  fayes  it : 

And  that  vaft  turn  Imperial  Fate  defign’d 
I  law,  O  Titus }  on  til’  eternal  Loom, 

’Tis  Ripe,  ’tis  Perfect,  and  is  doom’d  to  Hand. 

i  Fri.  Fumes,  fumes ;  the  Fantoms  of  an  ill  digeftion  ; 

The  Gods  are  as  good  quiet  Gods  as  may  be. 

They’re  fall  afleep,  and  mean  not  to  difturb  us, 

Unlefs  your  Frenzy  wake  ’em. 

Tit.  Peace  fury,  peace. 

May  the  Gods  Doom  me  to  the  pains  of  Hell 
If  I  enjoy’d  the  beauties  that  I  fav’d  .* 

The  horror  of  my  Treafon  fhock’d  my  joys. 

Enervated  my  purpofe,  while  I  lay 
Colder  than  Marble  by  her  Virgin  fide. 

As  if  I  had  drunk  the  blood  of  Elephants, 

Drowfie  Mandragora,  or  the  Juice  of  Hemlock. 

i  Fri.  I  like  him  not ;  I  think  we  had  beft  difpatch  him. 

Tit .  Nothing  but  Images  of  horror  round  me, 

Rome  all  in  blood,  the  Raviih’d  Veftals  raving, 

The  Sacred  fire  put  out ;  rob’d  Mothers  Ihrieks ; 

Deal  ning  the  Gods  with  clamours  for  their  Babes 
That  fprawl’d  aloft  upon  the  Soldiers  Speares 
The  beard  of  Age  pluck’d  off  by  barbarous  hands, 

While  from  his  piteous  wounds  and  horrid  galhes 
The  labouring  life  flow’d  falter  than  the  blood- 

Enter  Valerius,  Vinditius,  with  Guards ,  who  feize  all  hut  the 
Friefts,  who  flip  away  i  Vinditius  follows  them. 

Val.  Horror  upon  me  !  what  will  this  night  bring  forth  ? 

Yes,  you  immortal  Gods,  Itrike,  ftrikethe  Conful, 

Since  thefe  are  here,  the  crime  will  look  lefs  horrid 
In  me,  than  in  his  Sons.  Titus ,  Tiler  ms ! 

O  from  this  time  let  me  be  blind  and  dumb. 

But  haft  there  ;  Mutius ,  Fly  ;  call  hither  Brutus , 

Bid  him  for  ever  leave  the  down  of  reft. 

And  fleep  no  more:  If  Rome  were  all  on  Fire, 
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And  Tar  quin  in  theSrreets  beftriding  Slaughter, 

He  would  left  wonder  than  at  Titus  here. 

Tit .  Stop  there,  O  flop  that  meflenger  of  Fate ; 

Here,  bind,  Valerius,  bind  this  Villan’s  hands. 

Tear  off  my  Robes  put  me  upon  the  Forks, 

And  lafli  me  like  a  Slave,  till  I  fliall  howl 
My  Soul  away  ;  or  hang  me  on  a  Croft, 

Rack  me  a  year  within  fome  horrid  Dungeon, 

So  deep,fo  near  the  Hells,  that  I  muft  fuffer, 

That  I  may  groan  my  Torments  to  the  Damn'd  .* 

I  do  fubmit,  this  Traitor,  this  curs'd  Villain, 

To  all  the  Stings  of  moft  ingenious  horror, 

So  thou  difpatch  me  ere  my  Father  comes. 

But  hark  !  I  hear  the  tread  of  Fatal  Brutus ! 

By  all  the  Gods,  and  by  the  lowed  Furies,. 

I  cannot  bear  his  face:  away  with  me ; 

Or  like  a  Whirlwind  I  will  tear  my  way 
I  care  rot  whither.  \Exit  with  Tiberius* 

Vah  Take  em  hence  together. 

Enter  Vinditius  with  the  Priejls. 

Vin .  Here,  here,  my  Lord,  I  have  unkennel’d  two : 

Thole  there  are  Rafcals  made  of  Fleih  and  blood, 

Thofe  are  but  men,  but  thefe  are  the  Gods  Rogues. 

Val.  Go,  good  Vinditius,  haft  and  flop  the  People, 

Get ’em  together  to  the  Capitol : 

Where  all  the  Senate  with  the  Confuls  early. 

Will  fee  ftrift  Jufticedone  upon  theTraytors. 

For  thee,  the  Senate  fliall  decree  rewards 
Great  as  thy  Service. 

Vind:  I  humbly  thank  your  Lordfhip. 

,Why,  what,  they’i  make  me  a  Senator  at  lead:, 

And  then  a  Conful ;  O  th’  Immortal  Gods! 

My  Lord,  I  go - To  have  the  Rods  and  Axes  carry  cl  before' 

me,  and  a  long  purple  Gowm  trailing  behind  my  honorable  heels: 
well,  I  am  made  Sot  ever !  [ Exit . 
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Father  of  his  Country  ] 


Enter  Brutus  attended. 

Bru.  O,  my  Valerius,  are  thefe  horrors  true  > 

Hail  thou,  O  Gods,  this  night  embowel’d  me  ? 

Ranfack’d  thy  Brutus  Veins,  thy  Fellow  Confuf, 

And  found  two  Villains  lurking  in  my  blood  ? 

Val.  The  blacked  Treafon  that  ere  darknefs  brooded. 

And  who,  to  hatch  thefe  horrors  for  the  World, 

Who  to  feduce  the  Noble  Youth  of  Rome , 

To  draw  ’em  to  fo  damn’d  a  Conjuration, 

To  bind ’em  too  by  new  invented  Oaths, 

Religious  Forms,  and  Devilifh  Sacrifices, 

A  Sacrament  of  blood,  for  which  Rome  fuffer’d 
In  two  the  worthieft  of  her  Martyr’d  Sons ; 

Who  to  do  this,  but  Meflengers  from  Heavn  ? 

Thefe  Holy  men  that  Swore  fo  folemnly 
Before  the  Senate,  call’d  the  Gods  to  curfe’em. 

If  they  intended  ought  againfl  the  State, 

Or  harbor’d  Treafon  more  than  what  they  utter’d  ? 

Bru.  Now  all  theFiends  and  Furies  thank  ’em  for  it.' 

You  Sons  of  Murder,  that  get  drunk  with  blood. 

Then  Stab  at  Princes,  poyfon  Commonwealths, 

Deitroy  whole  Hecatombs  of  Innocent  Souls, 

Pile  ’em  like  Bulls  and  Sheep  upon  your  Altars, 

As  you  would  fmoke  the  Gods  from  out  their  Dwelling 
You  fliame  of  Earth,  and  Scandal  of  the  Heav’ns, 

You  deeper  Fiends  than  any  of  the  Furies, 

That  fcorn  to  whifper  Envy,  Hate,  Sedition: 

But  withablaft  of  Priviledge  Proclaim  it; 

Priefls  that  are  Inftruments  defign’d  to  Damn  us, 

Fitfpeaking  Trumpets  for  the  mouth  of  Hell. 

Hence  with  ’em,  Guards  ;  fecure  ’em  in  the  Prifon 
Of  Ancus  Martius.  Read  the  Packets  o’re, 

I’  11  bear  it  as  I’m  able,  read  ’em  out. 

VaU  The  fum  of  the  Confpiracy  to  the  King; 

It  (hall  begin  with  both  the  Confuls  deaths ; 

And  then  the  Senate;  every  man  mull  bleed. 

But  thofe  that  have  ingaged  to  ferve  the  King. 
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Be  ready  therefore,  Sir,  to  fend  your  Troops 
By  twelve  to  morrow  night,  and  come  your  felf 
la  perfon,  if  you’ll  reafcend  the  Throne 
All  that  have  fworn  to  ferve  your  Majefty 
Subfcribe  themfelves  by  name  your  faithful  Subje&s. 

Tiberius ,  Aquilius,  Fite  Hi  us, 

Trelonius,  Servilius ,  Mi  nut  ins, 

Pompomus ,  and  your  Fecialian  Priefts. 

Bru .  Ha !  my  Valerius,  is  not  Titus  there  ? 

Fal.  He’s  here,  my  Lord  ;  a  paper  by  it  felf. 

Titus  to  the  King. 

Sir,  you  need  only  know  my  Brother’s  mind 
Tojudge  of  me,  who  am  refolv’d  to  ferve  you. 

What  do  you  think,  my  Lord  * 

Bru.  Think  my  Valerius  > 

By  my  heart,  I  know  not  : 

I’m  at  a  lofs  of  thought ;  and  muft  acknowledge 
The  Councils  of  the  Gods  are  fathomlefs ; 

Nay,  ’tis  the  hardeft  task  perhaps  of  life 
To  be  allur’d  of  what  is  Vice  or  Virtue  : 

Whether  when  we  raife  up  Temples  to  the  Gods 
We  do  not  then  Blafpheme  ’em,  O,  behold  me, 

Behold  the  Game  that  laughing  Fortune  playes ; 

Fate,  or  the  will  of  Heav’n,  call’t  what  you  pleafe. 

That  marrs  the  beft  defigns  that  Prudence  layes. 

That  brings  events  about  perhaps  to  mock 
At  human  reach,  and  fport  with  expectation. 

Conftder  this,  and  wonder  not  at  Brutus 
If  his  Phi'lofophy  feems  at  a  Hand,. 

If  thou  behold ’it  him  fhed  unmanly  Tears 
To  fee  his  Blood,  his  Children,  his  own  Bowels 
Confpire  the  death  of  him  that  gave ’em  being. 

Val.  What  heart,  but  yours,  could  bear  it  without  breaking  ? 
Bru.  No,  my  Valerius ,  I  were  a  beaft  indeed 
Not  to  be  mov’d  with  fuch  Prodigious  fufFering  ; 

Yet  after  all  I  juftifte  the  Gods, 

And  will  conclude  Ther’s  Reafpn  fupernatural 
That  guides  us  through  the  World  with  vaft  diferetion, 

Ahho  we  liave  not  Souls  to  comprehend  it : 

Which 
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Which  makes  by  wondrous  methods  the  fame  Caufes 
Produce  effe&s  tho  of  a  different  hature. 

Since  then,  for  Man’s  Inftru&ion,  and  the  Glory 
Of  the  Immortal  Gods,  it  is  Decreed 
There  muff;  be  patterns  drawn  of  fierceft  Virtue  ; 
Brutus  fubmits  to  the  eternal  Doom. 

Val.  May  I  believe  there  can  be  fuch  pcrfe&ion. 
Such  a  Refolve  in  Man  ? 

Bru.  Firft,  as  I  am  their  Father, 

I  pardon  both  of  em  this  black  Defign  ; 

But,  asl  am  Rome  sConful,  I  abhor  emf 
And  call  ’em  from  my  Soul  with  deteftation : 

The  nearer  to  my  blood,  the  deeper  grain’d 
The  colour  of  their  fault,  and  they  fhall  bleed. 

Yes, my  Valerius ,  both  my  Sons  lliall  dye: 


Enter  Teraminta. 


Nay,  I  will  (land  unfcowel’d  by  the  Altar, 

See  fomething  dearer  to  me  than  my  entrails 
Display'd  before  the  Gods  and  Roman  People ; 

The  Sacrifice  of  Juftice  and  Revenge. 

Ter.  What  Sacrifice,  what  Victims,  Sir,  are  thefe 
Which  you  intend  ?  O,  you  eternal  Powers, 

How  fhall  I  vent  my  Sorrows !  Oh,  my  Lord, 

Yer  ere  you  Seal  the  death  you  have  defign’d. 

The  death  of  all  that’s  lovely  in  the  World, 

Hear  what  the  witnefs  of  his  Soul  can  fay. 

The  only  Evidence  that  can,  or  dare 
Appear  for  your  unhappy  guiltlefs  Son ; 

The  Gods  command  you,  Virtue,Truth,  and  Juftice, 
Which  you  with  fo  much  rigor  have  Ador’d, 

Bc-g. you  would  hear  the  wretched  Teraminta. 

Bru .  Ceafe  thy  laments  :  tho  of  the  blood  of  Tarquin 
Yet  more,  the  Wife  of  my  forgotten  Son, 

Thou  (halt  be  heard. 

Ter.  Have  you  forgot  him  then  ? 

Have  you  forgot  your  lelf  ?  the  Image  of  you, 

The  very  Pifture  of  your  excellence, 

The  Poitraiture  of  all  your  manly  Virtues, 
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Your  vifage  ftampt  upon  him ;  juft  thofe  eyes. 

The  moving  Greatnels  of ’em,  ail  the  mercy, 

The  ilieddmg  goodnefs  ;  not  fo  quite  fevere. 

Yet  ftill  molt  like:  and  can  you  then  forget  him  ? 

Bru.  Will  you  proceed  ? 

Ter.  Mv  Lord,  I  will,  know  then, 

After  j  our  Son,  your  Son  that  loves  you  more 
Than  I  love  him,  after  our  common  Titus , 

The  wealth  o’th*  World  unlefs  you  rob ’em  of  it. 

Had  long  endur’d  tlT  Aflaults  of  the  Rebellious, 

And  ftill  kept  fix’d  to  what  you  had  enjoyn’d  him ; 

I,  as  Fate  order’d  it,  wras  lent  from  Tullia , 

With  my  death  menac’d,  ev’n  before  his  eyes. 

Doom’d  to  be  ftab’d  before  him  by  the  Priefts, 

Unlefs  he  yielded  not  t  oppofe  the  King, 

Confider,  Sir ;  Oh  make  it  your  own  Cafe ; 

Juft  Wedded,  juft  on  the  expe£ted  joys. 

Warm  for  my  bed,  and  milling  to  my  arms. 

So  loving  too,  alas,  as  we  did  love: 

Granted  in  haft,  in  heat,  in  flame  of  paffion 
He  knew  not  what  himfelf,  and  fo  Subfcrib’d. 

But  now,  Sir,  now,  my  Lord,  behold  a  wonder. 

Behold  a  Miracle  to  move  your  Soul ! 

Tho  in  my  arms,  juft  :n  the  grafps  of  pleafure, 

His  noble  heart  ftrook  with  the  thoughts  of  Brutusy 
Of  wdiat  he  promis’d  you,  till  then  forgot, 

Leapt  in  his  breft  and  daftfd  him  from  enjoyment ; 

He  lhriek’d,  y’  immortal  Gods,  what  have  I  done ! 

No,  Teraminta ,  let  us  rather  perilli. 

Divide  for  ever  with  whole  Seas  betwixt  us. 

Rather  than  Sin  againftfo  good  a  Father. 

Tho  he  before  had  barr’d  your  life  and  Fortune, 

Y et  would  not  truft  theTraytors  with  the  fafety 
Of  him  he  call’d  the  Image  of  the  Gods. 

VaL  O  Saint-like  Virtue  of  a  Roman  Wife ! 

O  Eloquence  Divine  !  now  all  the  arts 
Of  Womens  tongues,  the  Rhetoric  of  the  Gods 
In.fpire  thy  foft  and  tender  Soul  to  move  him* 

Ter.  On  this  he  rouz’d :  Swore  by  the  Powers  Divine, 
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He  would  fetch  back  the  Paper  that  he  gave, 

Or  leave  his  life  amongft  ’em  :  kept  his  word, 

And  came  to  challenge  it,  but,  oh !  too  late ; 

For,  in  the  mid’ft  of  all  his  Piety, 

His  ftrongpcrfwafionstoafwiit  repentance, 

His  vows  to  lay  their  horrid  Treafons  open, 

His  execration  of  the  barbarous  Priefts, 

How  he  abhor’d  that  bloody  Sacrament 
As  much  as  you,  and  curs’d  the  conjuration  ; 

FinJitius  came  that  had  before  alarm’d 
The  wife  Falerius ,  who  with  all  the  Guards 
Found  Titus  here,  believ’d  him  like  the  reft, 

And  feiz’d  him  too,  as  guilty  of  the  Treafon. 

FaU  But,  by  the  Gods,  my  Soul  does  now  acquit  him, 
Bleft  be  thy  tongue,  bleft  the  aufpicious  Gods 
That  fent  thee,  O  true  pattern  of  perfedtion ! 

To  plead  his  bleeding  Caufe.  There  needs  no  more, 

I  fee  his  Father’s  mov’d  :  Behold  a  joy, 

A  watry  comfort  rifing  in  his  eyes, 

That  fayes,  *Tis  more  than  half  a  Heav  n  to  hear  thee, 

Bru.  Haft,  O  Falerius ,  haft  and  fend  for  Titus . 

Ter.  For  Titus\  Oh,  that  is  a  word  too  diftant ; 

Say,  for  your  Son,  for  your  beloved  Son, 

The  Darling  of  the  World,  the  joy  of  Heav’n, 

The  hope  of  Earth,  your  eyes  not  dearer  to  you* 

Your  Soul’s  beft  with,  and  comfort  of  your  age. 

Enter  Titus,  with  Valerius. 

7 it.  Ah,  Sir  !  Oh  whither  fhall  I  run  to  hide  me.3 
Where  fhall  I  lower  fall  ?  how  lhall  I  lye 
More  groveling  in  your  View,  and  howl  for  mercy  ? 

Y et  *tis  fome  comfort  to  my  wild  defpair, 

Some  joy  in  death  that  I  may  kifs  your  feet, 

And  fwear  upon  ’em  by  thefe  dreaming  tears. 

Black  as  I  am  with  all  my  guilt  upon  me, 

I  never  harbor’d  ought  againft  your  perfon : 

Ev’n  in  the  height  of  my  full  fraught  diftradtion, 

Your  life  my  Lord,  was  Sacred ;  ever  dear. 
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And  ever  pretious,  to  unhappy  Titus. 

Bru.  Rife,  Titus :  rife  my  Son. 

Tit,  Alas,  I  dare  not ; 

I  have  not  ftrength  to  fee  the  Majefty 
Which  I  have  brav'd  :  if  thus  far  I  afpire, 

Ifon  your  knees  I  hang  and  vent  my  groans. 

It  is  too  much,  too  much  for  thoufand  lives. 

Bru.  I  pity  thee,  my  Son,  and  I  forgive  thee : 

And,  that  thou  maydl  believe  my  mercy  true, 

I  take  thee  in  my  arms. 

Tit.  O  all  the  Gods/ 

Bru.  Now  rife ;  I  charge  thee,  on  my  bleffing,  rife. 

Ter .  Ah!  See,  Sir,  fee,  againft  his  will  behold 
He  does  obey,  tho  he  would  choofe  to  kneel 
An  Age  before  you  ;  fee  how  he  ftands  and  trembles ! 
Now,  by  my  hopes  of  mercy,  he’s  fo  loft 
His  heart’s  fo  full,  brimful  olgtendernefs. 

The  Sence  of  what  you  Ve  done  has  ftrook  him  Speechlefs; 
Nor  can  he  thank  you  now  but  with  his  tears. 

Bru.  My  dear  Valerius,  let  me  now  intreat  thee 
Withdraw  a  while  with  gentle  Teraminta , 

And  leava  us  to  our  lelves. 

Ter.  Ah,  Sir,  I  fear  you  now ; 

Nor  can  I  leave  you  with  the  humble  Titus, 

Unlefs  you  promife  me  you  will  not  chide. 

Nor  fall  again  to  anger  :  Do  not,  Sir, 

Do  not  upbraid  his  foft  and  melting  temper 
With  what  is  paft.  Behold  he  fighs  again ! 

Now  by  the  Gods  that  hitherto  have  bleft  us, 

My  heart  forebodes  a  ftorm,  I  know  not  why  : 

But  fay,  my  Lord ;  give  me  your  God-like  word 
You’l  not  be  cruel,  and  I’ll  not  truft  my  heart, 

Howe’reit  leaps,  and  fills  me  with  new  horror* 

Bru,  I  promife  thee. 

Ter.  Why,  then  I  thank  you,  Sir  ; 

Ev’n  from  my  Soul  I  thank  you,  for  this  goodnefs : 

The  great,  good,  gracious  Gods  reward  and  blefs  you. 

Ah  Titus ,  ah  my  Soul's  eternal  treafure, 

I.fear  I  leave  thee  with  a  hard  Ufurer ; 
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13ut  I  perforce  muft  trull  thee.  Oh  Farewell.  [Exit  with  Vab 
Bnt .  Well  Titus ,  fpeak ;  how  is  it  with  thee  now  ? 

I  would  attend  awhile  this  mighty  motion. 

Wait  till  the  Temped  were  quite  oVerblown, 

That  I  might  take  thee  in  the  Calm  of  Nature, 

With  all  thy  gentler  Virtues  brooding  on  thee. 

So  hufh’d  a  dilnels,  as  if  all  the  Gods 

Look’d  down,  and  liftn’d  to  what  wre  wrere  faying : 

Speak  then,  and  tell  me,  O  my  bed  belov’d. 

My  Son,  my  Titus,  is  all  well  again? 

Tit .  Sowell,  that  faying  how  mud  make  it  nothing; 

Sowell,  that  I  could  wrifh  to  dye  this  moment. 

For  fo  my  heart  with  pow’erful  throbs  perfwades  me  : 

That  were  indeed  to  make  you  reparation, 

That  were,  my  Lord,  to  thank  you  home,  to  dye 
And  that  for  Titus  too  would  be  mod  happy. 

Bru.  How’s  that,  my  Son  ?  w^ould  death  for  thee  be  happy  > 
Tit.  Mod  certain,  Sir  ;  For  in  my  Grave  I  fcape 
All  thofe  affronts  which  I  in  life  mud  look  for, 

All  thofe  reproaches  which  the  eyes  and  fingers 
And  tongues  of  Rome  will  daily  cad  upon  me  ; 

From  whom,  to  a  Soul  fo  fenfible  as  mine. 

Each  fingle  Scorn  would  be  far  worfe  than  dying.- 
Befides,  I  fcape  the  dings  of  my  ow  n  Confcience, 

Which  will  for  ever  Rack  me  with  remembrance. 

Haunt  me  by  day,  and  torture  me  by  night, 

Cading  my  blotted  honor  in'  the  way 

Where  e’re  my  melancholy  thoughts  fliall  guide  me, 

Bru.  But  is  not  death  a  very  dreadful  thing  ? 

Tit.  Not  to  a  mind  refolv  cl.  No,  Sir,  to  me 
It  feems  as  natural  as  to  be  born : 

Groans,  and  Convulfions,  and difcolour’d faces, 

Friends  weeping  round  us,  blacks,  and  obfequies, 

Make  it  a  dreadful  thing;  the  Pomp  of  death. 

Is  far  more  terrible,  than  Death  it  felt! 

Yes,  Sir ;  I  call  the  Powers  ofHeav’n  to  witnefs, 

Titus  dares  dye,  if  fo  you  have  Decreed  ; 

Nay,  he  fhall  dye  with  joy,  to  honor  Brutus , 

To  make  your  Judice  famous  through  the  World 

I  And 
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And  fix  the  Liberty  of  Rome  for  ever : 

Not  but  Imuft  confefs  my  weaknefs  too; 

Yet  it  is  great  thus  to  refolve  againft  it. 

To  have  the  frailty  of  a  mortal  man, 

But  the  Security  oftli  immortal  Gods. 

Rru.  O  Titus,  Oh  thou  abfolute  young  man  ! 

Thou  flatt’ring  Mirror  of  thy  Fathers  Image, 

Where  I  behold  my  felf  at  fuch  advantage  ! 

Thou  perfect  Glory  of  the  J uni  an  Race! 

Let  me  indear  thee  once  more  to  my  bofom, 

Groan  an  eternal  Farewel  to  thy  Soul ; 

In  Read  of  tears  weep  blood,  if  poflible, 

Blood,  the  heart  blood  of  Brutus ,  on  his  Child, 

For  thou  muft  dye,  my  Titus,  dye,  my  Son, 

I  fwear  the  Gods  have  Boom’d  thee  to  the  grave* 

The  violated  Genius  of  thy  Country 

Rears  his  lad  head,  and  pafies  Sentence  on  thee  .* 

This  morning  Sun,  that  lights  my  Sorrows  on 
To  the  Tribunal  of  this  horrid  vengeance. 

Shall  never  fee  thee  more. 

Tit .  Alas, my  Lord! 

Why  are  you  mov’d  thus  ?  why  am  I  worth  your  forrow  > 
Why  fliould  the  God-like  Brutus  fliake  to  doom  me  ? 

Why  all  thefe  Trappings  for  a  Traytor  s  Hearfe  i 
The  Gods  will  have  it  lb. 

Bru.  They  will,  my  Titus  : 

Nor  Heav’n,  nor  Earth  can  have  it  otherwife. 

Nay,  Titus,  mark  ;  the  deeper  that  I  fearch, 

My  harrafs’d  Soul  returns  the  more  confirm’d  : 

Methinks  I  fee  the  very  hand  of  Jove 
Moving  the  dreadful  wheels  of  this  affair 
That  whirl  thee,  like  a  Machine,  to  thy  Fate. 

It  feems  as  if  the  Gods  had  preordain’d  it 
To  fix  the  reeling  Spirits  of  the  People, 

And  fettle  the  loofe  Liberty  of  Rome, 

’Tis  fix’d  ;  O  therefore  let  not  Fancy  fond  thee  .• 

So  fix’d  thy  death,  that  *tis  not  in  the  power 
Of  Gods  or  Men  to  fave  thee  from  the  Ax. 

Tit <  The  Ax  !  O  Heav’n !  then  muft  I  fall  fo  bafely  ? 


What 
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What  lhall  1  perilh  by  the  common  Hangman  ? 

Bru.  If  thou  deny  me  this,  thou  giveit  me  nothing. 
Yes,  Titus,  fincethe  Gods  havcfo  Decreed, 

That  I  muft  lofe  thee ;  I  will  take  th’  advantage 
Of  thy  important  Fate,  Cement  Rome  s  flaws. 

And  heal  her  wounded  Freedom  with  thy  blood : 

I  will  afeend  my  felf  the  fad  Tribunal, 

And  fit  upon  my  Sons ;  on  thee,  my  Titus ; 

Behold  thee  futter  all  the  lhame  of  death, 

The  Liftor’s  laflies,  bleed  before  People ; 

Then,  with  thy  hopes  and  all  thy  youth  upon  thee. 

See  thy  head  taken  by  the  Common  Ax, 

Without  a  groan,  without  one  pittying  tear, 

If  that  the  Gods  can  hold  me  to  my  purpole. 

To  make  my  Juftice  quite  tranfeend  example. 

Tit.  Scourg’d  like  a  Bondman  !  ha  !  a  beaten  Slave  / 
But  I  delerve  it  all;  yet  here  I  fail : 

The  Image  of  this  fuffring  quite  unmans  me ; 

Nor  can  I  longer  flop  the  gufliing  tears, 

O  Sir  !  O  Brutus!  muft  I  call  you  Father, 

Y et  have  no  token  of  your  tendernefs  i 
No  fign  of  mercy  ?  what,  not  bate  me  that ! 

Can  you  refolve,  O  all  th’  extremity 
Of  cruel  rigor !  to  behold  me  too  ? 

To  fit  unmov’d,  and  fee  me  whipt  to  death  .J 
Where  are  your  bowels  now  ?  Is  this  a  ■  atlier  ? 

Ah,  Sir,  why  fhouldyou  make  my  heart  fufpect 
That  all  your  late  compaftion  was  dillembled  ; 

How  can  I  think  that  you  did  ever  love  me  > 

Bru.  Think  that  I  love  thee  by  my  prefent  pah  10  , 

By  thefe  unmanly  tears,  thefe  Earthquakes  here, 

Thefe  fighs  that  twitch  the  very  ftnngs  of  We  • 

Think  that  no  other  caufe  on  Earth  could  mo\e  me 
To  tremble  thus,  to  fob,  or  (lied  a  tear, 

Nor  Ihake  my  folid  Virtue  from  her  point 
But  Titus  death :  O  do  not  callit  lhameiul. 

That  thus  fliall  fix  the  glory  of  the  World 
I  own  thy  fuff’ rings  ought  t  unman  me  thus, 

To  make  me  throw  my  Body  on  the  ground, 

I  Z 
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To  bellow  like  &  Beaft,  to  gnaw  the  Earth, 

To  tear  my  hair,  to  carle  the  crue!  Fates 
That  force  a  Father  thus  to  drag  his  bowels. 

Tit.  O  rife,  thou  violated  Majefty, 

Rife  from  the  Earth ;  or  I  fliali  beg  thofe  Fates 
Which  you  would  curfe,.to  bolt  me  to  the  Center. 

I  nowfubmit  to  all  your  threatrfd  vengeance : 

Come  forth  you  Executioners  of  Juft  ice, 

Nay  all  you  LicFors,  Slaves,  and  common  Hangmen, 
Come,  ftrip  me  bare,  unrobe  me  in  his  fight, 
Andlafhmetill  I  bleed  ;  whip  me  like  Furies  ; 

And  when  you’have  fcourg  d  me  till  I  foam  and  fall. 
For  want  of  Spirits  groveling  in  the  dull, 

Then  take  my  head,  and  give  it  his  Revenge  : 

By  all  the  Gods  I  greedily  refign  it. 

Bru .  No  more,  Farewel,  eternally  Farewel  : 

If  there  be  Gods,  they  will  referve  a  room, 

A  Throne  for  dree  in  Heav'n.  One  laft  embrace! 
What  is  it  makes  thy  eyes  thus  fwim  again  l 
Tit.  I  had  forgot:  be  good  to  Teraminta 
When  I  am  allies. 

Bru.  Leave  her  to  my  care. 

See  her  thou  mu  ft  not ;  for  thou  canft  not  bear  if. 
Ofor  one  more,  this  Pull,  this  Tug  of  Heart- firings  : 
Farewel  for  ever. 

Tit.  O  Brutus  l  O  my  Father  ! 

Bru.  Canft  thou  not  fay  Farewel  ? 

Tit ,  Farewel  for  ever. 

Bru.  For  ever  then;  But  Oh  my  tears  run  ore; 
Groans  choak  my  words ;  and  I  can  fpeak  no  more. 
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Hor. 

Val. 
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Is  Sons  condemn’d  ? 

Doom’d  to  the  Rods  and  Axes. 


Hor.  W  hat  both  of ’em  i 

Val.  Both,  Sir,  both,  both  his  Sons. 

Hor.  What,  Titus  too? 

Val.  Yes,  Sir,  his  Darling  Titus. 

Nay,  tho  he  knows  him  innocent  as  I  am, 

’Tis  all  one, Sir, his  Sentence  Rands  like  Fate. 

Hor.  Yet  I’ll  intreat  him, 

Mut.  So  will  I. 

Her.  And  I. 

Val.  Intreat  him  !  yes,  you  may,  my  Lords,  and  move  him. 
As  I  Jiave  done:  why,  he’s  no  more  a  man ; 

He  is  not  caR  in  the  fame  Common  mould, 

His  Spirit  moves  not  with  our  Springs  and  wards. 

He  looks  and  talks,  as  if  that  Jove  had  fent  him 
To  be  the  Judge  of  all  the  under  World ; 

Tells  me,  this  Palace  of  the  Univerfe, 

With  that  vaR  Moat,  the  Ocean,  running  round  us, 

Th' eternal  Stars  fo  fiercely  rowling  o’re  us, 

With  all  that  Circulation  of  Heav’ns  Orbs, 

Were  fo  efiablilh’d  from  before  all  Ages 
To  be  the  Dowry  of  MajeRick  Rome  : 

Thpn  looks,  as  if  he  had  a  Patent  for  it 
To  take  account  of  all  this  great  expence. 

And  fee  the  layings  out  of  the  round  World. 

Her.  What  Ihall  be  done  then  i  for  it  grieves  my  Soul 
To  think  of  Titus  lofs. 

Val.  There  is  no  help ; 

But  thus  to  fhake  your  head,  and  crofs  your  arms, 

And  wonder  what  the  Gods  and  he  intend. 

Her.  There’s  fcarcc  one  man  ot  this  Confpiracy 


But 
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But  isfome  way  Related  if  not  nearly. 

To  Junius  Brutus :  fome  of  the  A<[uiliam 
Are  Nephews  to  him;  and  Vitellius  Siller, 

The  grave  Sempronia,  is  the  Conful’s  Wife. 

Val,  Therefore  I  have  ingag’d  that  groaning  Matron 
To  plead  the  Caufeofher  unhappy  Sons. 

Enter  Titus,  with  Liclors. 

But  fee,  O  Gods,  behold  the  Gallant  Titus, 

The  Mirror  of  all  Sons,  the  white  of  Virtue ; 

Fill'd  up  with  blots, and  writ  all  ore  withblood. 

Bowing  with  ihame  his  body  to  the  ground  ; 

Whipt  out  ofbreath  by  thefe  Inhuman  Slaves/ 

O,  Titus !  is  this  poflible  ?  this  fliame  ? 

Tit .  O,  my  Valerius,  call  it  not  my  Ihame ; 

By  all  the  Gods,  it  is  to  Titus  honor, 

My  conftant  fu  livings  are  my  only  glory : 

What  have  I  leit  befides  ?  but  ask  Valerius, 

Ask  thefe  good  men  that  have  perform'd  their  duty, 

If  all  the  while  they  whipt  me  like  a  Slave, 

If  when  the  blood  from  every  part  ran  down 
I  gave  one  groan,  or  Hied  a  Womans  tear  : 

I  think,  I  fwear,  I  think,  O  my  Valerius, 

That  I  have  born  it  well,  and  like  a  Roman, 

But,  O,  far  better  lhalt  I  bear  ray  death, 

Which,  as  it  brings  lefs  pain,  has  lefs  dilhonor. 

Enter  Teraminta  wounded 

Ter.  Where  is  he  t  where,  where  is  this  God-like  Son 
Of  an  inhuman  barbarous  bloody  Father  ? 

O  bear  me  to  him. 

Tit.  Ha!  my  Teraminta l 
Is’t  poilibie  ?  the  very  top  of  Beauty, 

This  perfeft  face  drawn  by  the  Gods  at  Council, 

Which  they  were  long  a  making,  as  they  had  reafon, 

For  they  iliall  never  hit  the  like  again, 

Defil’d  and  mangled  thus !  What  barbarous  wretch 
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Has  thus  blafphem’d  this  bright  Original  > 

Ter .  For  me  it  matters  not,  nor  my  abufes  ; 

But, Oh,  for  thee,  why  have  they  us’d  thee  thus  > 
Whipt,  Titus ,  whipt  !  and  could  the  Gods  look  on  ? 
The  glory  of  the  World  thus  bafely  us’d  ? 

Laflfd,  whipt,  and  beaten  by  thefe  upright  Dogs  ? 
Whole  Souls,  with  all  the  Virtueof  the  Senate 
Will  be  but  Foyls,  to  any  fault  of  thine. 

Who  haft  a  beauty  ev’n  in  thy  offending. 

And  did  thy  Father  Doom  thee  thus?  Oh  Titus, 
Forgive  thy  dying  part,  if  ihe  believes 
A  wretch  lo  barbarous  never  could  produce  thee : 

Some  God,  fomeGod,  my  Titus ,  watch'd  his  abfence, 
Slipt  to  thy  mothers  bed  and  gave  thee  to  the  World. 

Tit.  O  this  laft  wound,  this  ftab  to  all  my  courage  ! 
Had’ft  thou  been  well,  I  could  have  born  more  lalhes : 
And  is  it  thus  my  Father  does  protect  thee  ? 

Ter.  Ah  Titus !  what,  thy  murd  rer  my  Prote&or ! 
No,  let  me  fall  again  among  the  People, 

Let  me  be  whooted  like  a  common  ftrumpet, 

Tofs'd,  as  I  was,  and  drag'd  about  the  ftreets, 

The  Baftard  of  a  Tar  quin ,  foil'd  in  Dirt, 

The  cry  of  all  thofe  Bloodhounds  that  did  hunt  me 
Thus  to  the  Goal  of  death,  this  happy  end 
Of  all  my  miferies,  hereto  pant  my  laft, 

To  wafh  thy  gafhes  with  my  Farewel  tears. 

To  murmur,  fob,  and  lean  my  aking  head 
Upon  thy  breaft,  thus  like  a  Cradle  Babe 
To  fuck  thy  wounds  and  bubble  out  my  Soul, 

Enter  Sempronia,  Aquilia,  Vitellia,  Mourners  &c. 

Semp.  Come  Ladies,  haft,  and  let  us  to  the  Senate ; 

If  the  Gods  give  us  leave,  we'll  be  to  day 
Part  of  the  Council.  Oh,  my  Son,  my  Titus ! 

See  here  the  bloody  Juftice  of  a  Father, 

See  how  the  Vengeance  rains  from  his  own  bowels ! 

Is  he  not  mad  ?  If  he  refufe  to  hear  us. 

We’ll  bind  his  hands,  as  one  bereft  of  reafon. 
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Haft  then :  Oh  7  it  us,  I  would  flay  to  moan  thee, 
But  that  I  fear  his  orders  are  gon  out 
For  fomething  worfe,  for  death,  to  take  the  heads 
Of  all  the  Kindred  of  thefe  wretched  Women. 

Ter.  Come  then :  I  think  I  have  feme  Spirits  left. 
To  joy n  thee,  o  moft  pious,  belt  of  Mothers, 

To  melt  this  Rocky  heart :  give  me  your  hand  ; 
Thus  let  us  march  before  this  wretched  Hoft, 

And  offer  to  that  God  of  blood  our  vows : 

If  there  be  ought  that’s  human  left  about  him, 
Perhaps  my  wounds  and  horrible  abufes, 

Helpt  with  the  tears  and  groans  of  this  fad  Troop 
May  batter  down  the  belt  of  his  refolves. 

Tit .  Hark,  Ter arninta. 

Ter ,  No,  my  Lord,  away. 

Tit .  Oh,  my  Valerius  !  was  there  ever  day 
Through  all  the  Legends  of  recorded  time 
So  fad  as  this?  But  fee,  my  Father  comes ! 

Enter  Brutus,  Tiberius,  Lidtors. 

y-}T.  t  oi'i  ■  -  .•  . 

Tiberius  too  has  undergone  the  Lafli. 

Give  him  the  patience,  Gods,  of  Martyr’d  Titus, 
And  he  will  blefs  thofe  hands  that  have  chaftis’d  him. 

Tib.  Enjoy  the  bloody  Conqueft  of  thy  Pride, 
Thou  more  Tyrannical  than  any  .Tartjiiin, 

Thou  fiercer  Sire  of  thefe  unhappy  Sons, 

Than  impious  Saturn  or  the  gorg’d  TkXeJles : 

This  Cormorant  fees,  and  owns  us  for  his  Children, 
Yet  preyes  upon  his  entrails,  tears  his  bowels 
With  thirft  of  blood,  and  hungar  fetch’d  from  Hell, 
Which  Famiflf  d  Tantalus  would  Hart  to  think  on  ; 
But  end,  Barlarran,tnd  the  horrid  vengeance 
Which  thou  lb  imp'ioufly  haft  begun. 

Perfect  thy  Juftice,  as  thou,  Tyrant,  call’ll  it. 

Sit  like  a  Fury  on  thy  black  Tribunal, 

Grafp  with  thy  monftrous  hands  thefe  gory  heads. 
And  let  thy  Flatt’ring  Orators  adore  thee. 

For  Triumphs  which  lhall  make  the  fmileat  horror. 
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Bru.  Lead  to  the  Senate. 

Til.  Go  then  to  the  Senate, 

There  make  thy  boail  how  thou  haft  doom’d  thy  Children 
To  Forks  and  Whips  ;  for  which,  the  Gods  reward  thee  .• 

Away :  my  Spirit  icorns  more  conference  with  thee. 

The  Ax  will  be  as  laughter ;  but  the  whips 
That  drew  thefe  ftains,  for  this  I  beg  the  Gods 
With  my  laft  breath,  for  every  drop  that  falls 
From  thefe  vile  wounds,  to  Thunder  curfes  on  thee.  Exit. 
Bru.  Valerius,  hail ;  the  Senate  does  attend  us.  Exit. 

Tit.  Valerius,  ere  you  go,  let  me  conjure  thee 
By  all  the  Earth  holds  great  or  honorable. 

As  thou  art  truly  Roman,  ftampt  a  man, 

Grant  to  thy  dying  Titus  one  requeft. 

Val.  I'll  grant  thee  any  thing,  but  do  not  talk 
Of  dying  yet;  for  much  I  dare  confide 
In  that  lad  company  that's  gone  before  :  , 

I  know  they’l  move  him  to  preferve  his  Titus ; 

For,  tho  you  mark’d  him  not,  as  hence  he  parted 
I  could  perceive  with  joy  a  filent  Ihower 
Run  down  his  filver  beard :  therefore  have  hope. 

Tit.  Hope,  fay’ftthou!  O  the  Gods!  what  hope  of  life  i 
To  live,  to  live !  and  after  this  dilhonor  ! 

No  my  Valerius,  do  not  make  me  rave; 

But  if  thou  haft  a  Soul  that’s  fenfible 
Let  me  conjure  thee,  when  we  reach  the  Senate, 

To  thruft  me  through  the  heart. 

Val.  Not  for  the  World.  * 

Tit.  Dot ;  or  I  fwear  thou  haft  no  Friendlhip  for  me. 

Fir  ft,  thou  wilt  faveme  from  the  hated  Ax, 

The  Hangman’s  hand ;  for  by  the  Gods  I  tell  thee 
Thou  may’ll  as  well  Hop  the  eternat  Sun, 

And  drive  him  back,  as  turn  my  Father’s  purpofe : 

Next,  and  what  molt  my  Soul  intreats  thee  lor, 

I  fiiall  perhaps  in  death  procure  his  pity  ; 

For  to  dye  thus,  beneath  his  killing  frown. 

Is  damning  me  before  my  execution. 

Valer.  ’Tis  granted ;  by  the  Gods,  I  fwear  to  end  thee 
For  when  I  weigh  with  my  more  ferious  thought 
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Thy  Father’s  conduft  in  this  dreadful  Juftice 
I  find  it  isimpofiible  to  fave  thee. 

Come  then,  I’ll  lead  thee,  O  thou  glorious  Fittim, 

Thus  to  the  Altar  of  untimely  death, 

Thus  in  thy  trim,  with  all  thy  bloom  of  youth. 

This  Virtues  on  thee,  whofe  eternal  Spring 
Shall  bloflom  on  thy  Monumental  Marble 
With  never  fading  glory. 

7 'it.  Let  meclalpthee, 

Boyl  out  my  thanks  thus  with  my  Farewel  Spirits  .- 
And  now  away,  the  Tapers  almoft  out^ 

Never,  Valerius ,  to  be  kindled  more  1 
Or,  if  it  be  my  friend,  it  ihall  continue. 

Burn  through  all  winds  againft  the  puff of  Fortune, 

To  dazle  {till,  and  Shine  like  the  fix’d  Stars, 

With  beams  of  glory  that  ihall  laft  for  ever. 

Scena  ultima. 

Senate. 

Bru.  Health  to  the  Senate [To  the  Fathers  hail  f 
Jupiter  Horjcim  and  Diefpiter 
Hofpital  and  Feretrian ,  Jove  the  Stayer, 

With  all  the  hundred  Gods  and  Goddefles, 

Guard  and  defend  the  Liberty  of  Rome.  _ 

It  has  been  found  a  famous  truth  in  Story, 

Left  by  the  ancient  Sages  to  their  Sons, 

That  on  the  change  of  Empires  or  of  Kingdoms, 

Some  hidden  Execution,  fierce  and  great. 

Such  as  may  draw  the  World  to  admiration. 

Is  neccllary  to  be  put  in  Aft 

Againft  the  Enemies  of  the  prefent  State. 

Had  IFettor,  when  the  Greeks  and  Trojans  met 
Upon  the  Truce,  and  mingled  with  each  other. 

Brought  to  the  Banquet  of  thofe  Demy-Gods 
The  Fatal  head  of  that  illuftrious  Whore  ; 

Troy  might  have  flood  till  now  ;  but  that  was  wanting 
Jove  having  from  eternity  fet  down 
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Rome  to  be  head  of  all  the  under-World, 

Rais’d  with  this  thought,  and  big  with  Prophefie 
Of  what  vail  good  may  grow  by  fuch  examples, 

Brutus  Hands  forth  to  do  a  dreadful  Juftice : 

I  come,  O  Confcript  Fathers,  to  a  deed 
Wholly  Portentous,  New,  and  Wonderful, 

Such  as,  perhaps,  has  never  yet  been  found 
In  all  Memorials  of  Former  Ages, 

Nor  ever  will  again.  My  Sons  are  Tray  tors, 

Their  Tongues  and  Hands  are  Witnefles  confeft  ; 

Therefore  1  have  already  pall  their  Sentence, 

And  wait  with  you  to  fee  their  Execution. 

Hor.  Conful,  the  Senate  does  not  ask  their  deaths ; 

They  are  content  with  what’s  already  done. 

And  all  intreat  you  to  remit  the  Ax. 

Bru.  I  thank  you,  Fathers,  but  refufe  the  offer. 

By  the  affaulted  Majefly  of  Rome , 

I  fwear  there  is  no  way  to  quit  the  Grace, 

To  right  the  Common- wealth,  and  thank  the  Qods, 

But  by  the  Sacrifycing  Of  my  Bowels: 

Take  then,  you  fad  revengers  of  the  Publick, 

Thefe  Traytors  hence  ;  ftrike  off  their  heads,  and  then 
My  Sons.  No  more :  their  Doom  is  paft.  Away. 

Thus  lhall  we  flop  the  mouth  of  loud  Sedition, 

Thus  fliow  the  difference  betwixt  the  Sway 
Of  partial  Tyrants,  and  of  a  Free-born  People, 

Where  no  man  fhall  offend  becau  fe  he’s  great. 

Where  none  need  doubt  his  Wives  or  Daughter’s  honor. 

Where  all  injoy  their  own  without  fufpicion. 

Where  there’s  no  innovation  of  Religion, 

No  change  of  Laws,  nor  breach  of  Pnviledge, 

No  defperate  Factions  gaping  for  Rebellion, 

No  hopes  of  Pardon  for  Affaffmates, 

No  rafh  advancements  of  the  Bafe  or  ilranger. 

For  Luxury,  for  Wit,  or  glorious  Vice ; 

But  on  the  contrary,  a  Balanc’d  Trade, 

Patriots incouragd,  Manufadtors cherifh’d, 

Vagabonds,  Walkers,  Drones,  and  Swarming  Braves, 

The  Froth  of  States,  feum’d  from  the  Common-wealth  ; 
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ldlenefs  banifli’d  all  exccfs  reprefs’d. 

And  Riots  check’d  by  Sumptuary  Law?. 

O,  Confcript  Fathers,  ’tis  on  theft  Foundations 
That  Rowe  lhall  build  her  Empire  to  the  Stars, 

Send  her  Commanders  with  her  Armies  forth, 

To  Tame  the  World,  and  give  the  Nations  Law, 

Confuls,  Proconfuls,  who  to  the  Capitol 
Shall  ride  upon  the  Necks  of  Conquer’d  Kings  ; 

And  when  they  dye,  mount  from  the  gorgeous  Pile 
In  Flames  of  Spice,  and  mingle  with  the  Gods. 

Hor.  Excellent  Brutus  !  all  the  Senate  thanks  thee, 

And  fays,  that  Thou  thy  felf  art  half  a  God. 

Enter  Sempronia,  Teraminta,  u nth  the  reft  of  the  Mour¬ 
ners ;  Titus,  Valerius,  Junius. 

Sem.  Gon,  gon  to  death!  already  Sentenc'd  !  Doom’d  ! 
To  lofe  the  light  of  this  dear  World  for  ever? 

What,  my  Tiler ius  too  !  Ah,  Barbarous !  Brutus  1 
Send,  haft,  revoke  the  Order  of  their  Fate. 

By  all  the  pledges  of  our  Marriage  bed, 

If  thou,  Inhuman  Judge,  haft  left  me  one 
To  put  the  yet  in  mind  thou  art  a  Father ; 

Speak  to  him,  Oh  you  Mothers  of  fad  Rome , 

Sillersand  Daughters,  ere  the  Execution 
Of  all  your  blood,  haft,  haft,  and  run  about  him. 

Groan,  fob,  howl  out  the  terrors  of  your  Souls, 

Nay,  fly  upon  him  like  rob’d  Savages, 

And  tear  him  for  your  young. 

Bru.  Away,  and  leave  me. 

Sem .  Or  if  you  think  it  better  for  your  purpole, 

Becaufe  he  has  the  pow’r  of  Life  and  Death, 

Intreathim  thus:  throw  all  your  heartlefs  brefts 
Low  at  his  feet,  and  like  a  God  Adore  him  ; 

Nay,  make  a  Rampier  round  him  with  your  Bodies 
And  block  him  up :  I  fee  he  would  be  going ; 

Yet  that’s  a  Sign  that  our  complaints  have  mov’d  him, 
Continu’d  falls  of  ever  ftreaming  tears. 

Such,  and  fo  many,  and  the  chafteft  too 
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Of all  the  pious  Matrons  throughout^, w, 

Perhaps  may  melt  this  Adamantine  temper. 

Not  yet !  nay,  hang  your  Bodies  then  upon  him, 
Some  on  his  arms,  and  feme  upon  his  knees. 

And  lay  this  Innocent  about  his  neck. 

This  little  fmiling  Image  of  his  Father  .* 

See  how  he  bends,  and  ftretches  to  his  bofom  ! 

Oh  all  you  pittying  pow'rs  of  the  Darling  weeps ; 
His  pretty  eyes  ruddy  and  wet  with  tears, 

Like  two  burll  Cherries  rowling  in  a  ftorm, 

Plead  for  our  griefs  more  than  a  thoufand  Tongues. 

Jun.  Yes,  yes,  my  Father  will  be  good  to  us, 

And  fpare  my  Brothers  ;  Oh,  I  know  he  will  : 

Why,  do  you  think  he  ever  was  in  earneft  ? 

What,  to  cut  off  their  heads  ?  I  warrant  you 
He  will  not ;  no,  he  only  meant  to  fright  ’em, 

As  he  will  me,  when  I  have  done  a  fault  .* 

Why,  Mother,  he  has  whipt  em  for’t  already, 

And  do  you  think  he  has  the  heart  to  kill  'em  ? 

No,  no,  he  would  not  cut  their  little  fingers 
For  all  the  World  ;  or  if  he  fliould,  lm  lure 
The  Gods  would  pay  him  fort. 

Bru.  What  hoa  !  without  there  ! 

Slaves,  Villains,  Ha  1  are  not  my  Orders  heard  ? 

Hor.  Oh  Brutus y  fee,  they  are  too  well  perform'd  ! 
See  here  the  Bodies  of  the  Roman  youth 
All  headlefs  by  your  Doom,  and  there  Tiber ius. 

Ter.  See,  Sir,  behold,  is  not  this  horrid  Slaughter 
This  cutting  off  one  limb  from  your  own  Body, 

1st  not  enough?  Oh,  will  it  not  fuffice 
To  Hop  the  mouth  of  the  moft  bloody  Law  ? 

Oh,  it  were  higheft  Sin  to  make  a  doubt. 

To  ask  you  now  to  fave  the  Innocent  Titus y 
The  common  wifli,  and  general  Petition 
Of  all  the  Roman  Senate,  Matrons,  Wives, 

Widdows,  and  Babes ;  nay,  ev’n  the  madding  People, 
Cry  out  at  laft  thatTreafon  is  reveng'd, 

And  ask  no  more  :  Oh,  therefore  fpare  him,  Sir* 

Bru.  I  mull  not  hear  you,  Hark,  Valerius, 


jo  Lucius  Junius  Brutus ; 

Ter.  By  all  thefe  wounds  upon  my  Virgin  breaft, 

Which  I  have  fuffer’d  by  your  cruelty, 

Altho  you  promis’d  7 'it us  to  defend  me, 

Sew.  Yet  hold  thy  bloody  hand,  Tyrannick  Brutus , 

And  I’ll  forgive  thee  for  that  headlels  horror  : 

Grant  me  my  Titus,  Oh  in  death  I  ask  thee. 

Thou  haft  already  broke  Sempronias  heart  ; 

Yet  I  will  pardon  that,  fo  Titus  live. 

Ah,  cruel  Judge  !  thou  pittylefs  avenger  / 

What  art  thou  wlnfp’ring?  Speak  the  horror  our. 

For  in  thy  glaving  eyes  I  read  a  Murder. 

Bru.  I  charge  thee,  by  thy  Oath,  Valerius, 

As  thou  art  here  Deputed  by  the  Gods, 

And  not  a  Subject  for  a  Woman’s  folly. 

Take  him  away,  and  drag  him  to  the  Ax. 

Val  It  fliall  be  thus  then;  not  the  Hangman’s  hand. 

[ Tuns  him  through,  the  Women  Jhriek . 
Tit .  Oh  bravely  ftrook  !  thou  haft  bit  me  to  the  Earth 
So  nobly,  that  I  lhall  rebound  to  Heav’n, 

Where  I  will  thank  thee  for  this  gahant  wound.  [Semf.fwoons. 

Bru.  Take  hence  this  Woman  ;  naft,  and  bear  her  home. 
Why,  my  Valerius ,  did’ft  thou  rob  my  Juft  ice  .* 

Tit.  I  wrought  him  to  it,  Sir,  that  thus  in  death 
I  might  have  leave  to  pay  my  laft  obedience. 

And  beg  yourblefting  for  the  other  World. 

Ter .  Oh  do  not  take  it,  Titus  ;  what  e’re  comes 
From  fuch  a  monftrous  nature  muft  be  blafting. 

Ah,  thou  inhuman  Tyrant !  but,  alas, 

I  loiter  here,  when  Titus  ftayes  for  me: 

Look  here,  my  Love;  thou  llialt  not  be  before  me.  [  Stabs  hetfelf. 
Thus,  to  thy  arms  then :  Oh,  make  haft,  my  Titus, 

I’m  got  already  in  the  Grove  of  Death  ; 

The  Heav’n  is  all  benighted,  not  one  Star 
To  light  us  through  the  dark  and  pathlefs  Maze : 

I’  have  loft  thy  Spirit ;  Oh,  I  grope  about 

But  cannot  find  thee :  now  I  fink  in  lliaddows.  Wyes. 

Tit.  I  come,  thou  matchlefs  Virtne.  Oh,  my  heart ! 

Farewel,  my  Love ;  well  meet  in  Heav’n  again. 

My  Lord,  I  hope  your  Juftice  is  aton’d ; 

I  hope 
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I  hope  the  glorious  Liberty  of  Rome, 

Thus  water  d  by  the  blood  of  both  your  Sons, 

Will  get  Imperial  growth  and  flouriih  long. 

Bru.  Thou  halt  lb  nobly  born  thy  fell  in  dying, 

That  not  to  bid's  thee  were  to  curfe  my  felf ; 

Therefore  I  give  thee  thus  my  laft  embrace. 

Print  this  lait  kifs  upon  thy  trembling  lips  : 

And,  ere  thou  goeft,  I  beg  thee  to  report  me 
To  the  great  Shades  of  Romulus  and  Nam  a, 

Juft  with  that  Majefly  and  rugged  Virtue 
Which  they  infpir’d,  and  which  the  World  has  feen. 

So,  for  I  fee  thou’rt  gon,  Farewel  for  ever  .* 

Eternal  Jove ,  the  King  of  Gods  ancf  Men, 

Reward  and  Crown  thee  in  the  other  World. 

Tit.  What  happinefs  has  Life  to  equal  this  ? 

By  all  the  Gods  I  would  not  live  again  ; 

For  what  can  Jove,  or  all  the  Gods  give  more': 

To  fall  thus  Crown’d  with  Virtu’s  fulleft  Charms, 

And  dye  thus  bleft,  in  fuch  a  Father^  arms  ? 

Val.  He’s  gone  ;  the  gallant  Spirit’s  fled  for  ever. 
How  fares  this  noble  Veffel,  that  is  rob’d 
Of  all  its  W  ealth,  fpoil’d  of  its  Top  mail  glory. 

And  now  lyes  floating  in  this  World  of  ruin  ? 

Bru.  Peace,  Conful,  peace;  let  us  not  foil  the  pomp 
Of  this  Majeftick  Fate  with  Womans  brawls. 

Kneel  Fathers,  Friends,  kneel  all  you  Roman  People, 
Hufh’d  as  dead  Calms,  while  I  conceive  a  pray’r 
That  fhall  be  worthy  Rome,  and  worthy  Jove. 

Val.  Infpire  him,  Gods ;  and  thou,  oh  Rome,  attend. 
Bru.  Let  Heav’n  and  Earth  for  ever  keep  their  bound. 
The  Stars  unfhaken  go  their  conftant  Round  ; 

In  harmlefs  labour  be  our  Reel  employ’d. 

And  endlefs  peace  thro  all  the  World  enjoy’d. 

Let  every  Bark  the  Waves  in  fafety  Plough, 

No  angry  Tempefl  curl  the  Ocean’s  trow  ; 

No  darted  flames  from  Heav’n  make  Mortals  fear. 

Nor  Thunder  fright  the  weeping  Paflenger ; 

Let  not  poor  Swains  for  ftorms  at  Harveft  mourn, 

But  fmile  to  fee  their  hoardsof  bladed  Corn  : 
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No  dreadful  Comets  threaten  from  the  Skies, 

No  venom  fall,  nor  poys’nous  Vapors  rife. 

Thou,  jfowjwho  doft  the  Fates  of  Empires  Doom, 
Guard,  and  Defend  the  Liberty  of  Rome. 


FINIS, 


Epilogue. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Barrey. 

NO  cringing  Sirs,  the  Poets  Champion  /, 

Have  /worn  to  ft  and,  and  evry  Judge  dtfie  ; 
But  why  each  Bullying  critick  Jhoud  I  name 
A  Jugde ,  whofe  only  bufinefs  is  to  damne. 

While  you  your  Arbitrary  fiH  advance 
At  Wit ,  and  duft  it  like  a  boor  of  France 
Who  without  Jbow  ofreafon  or  pretence 
Condemn  a  man  to  dye  for [peaking  fence. 

How  ere  we  term  d you  once  the  wife  the  ftrong 
Know  we  have  lorn  y cur  impotence  too  long. 

Tou  that  above  your  Sires  prefume  to  foare , 

And  are  but  copies  dawbd in  Minuture. 

Tou  that  have  nothing  right  in  heart  nor  tongue 
But  only  to  be  refolute  in  wrong. 

Who  fence  ajfett  with  fitch  an  Aukward  Ayre 
As  if  a  Frenchman  Ihould  become  fever e. 

Or  an  Italian  make  his  Wife  ajeft 
Like  Spaniards  pie  af ant,  or  like  Dutchmen  dr  eft. 
That  rank  the  nolleft  Poets  with  the  vile 
And  look  your  felves  in  a  Plebeian  ftile. 

But  with  an  Oath . - 

Falfe  as  your  Wit  and  Judgment  now  I [wear 
By  the  known  Maiden  heads  of  each  Theater 
Nay  by  my  own ;  The  Poets  jhall  not  ft  and \ 

Like  Shrove-tide  Cocks,  the  P  alt  of  every  hand. 

Let  not  the  purblind  Critick' s  fentence  pafs 
That  Jhoots  the  Poet  through  anoptick  glafs, 

No  peals  of  ill  plac'd  praije  from  galleries  corn* 

Nor  punk  below  to  clap  or  hifs  prefume 
Let  her  not  cackle  at  the  fops  that  flout  her 
Nor  clukk  the  Squires  that  ufe  to  pipp  about  her9 
No  full  blown  block  head  bloated  like  an  Ox  ^ 

Traverre  the  t>itwith-dam  me,  what  a  pox* 
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for  Evry  m  if  demeanor  here 
TlT.be  more  ftabbing,fiarp,  and  more fever  e, 

Sty  Thin  the  Fell- fie  that  on  her  Keeper  comes 

Who  in  his  drink ,  lafi  night  laid  waft  her  Roomes, 
Thundred  her  China ,  damn  d  her  quality. 

Her  glaffes  broke,  and  tore  her  Point  Venie ; 

That  dragd  her  by  the  hair,  and  broke  her  head \ 

A  Chamber  Lion,  but  a  lamb  in  bed. 

Like  her  Tie  teez  you  for  your  midnight  forming 
For  your  all  talking,  andyour  noe  performing . 

Ton  that  with  monflrous  Judgment  force  the  Stage 
Tou  frilling, fumbling  Keepers  of  the  Age \ 


